MOTHER-LOVE AND THE QUINTS 


By Their Nurse, Madame Louise de Kiriline 











CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 


MUM TAKES THE 


gr 


whats wrong with me 


HERE I am, as I take stock of myself: 


LOOKS Maybe not downright beautiful but 
people don’t seem to find me hard to 
look at. Nature blessed me with nice 
eyes and hair and a clear, fresh skin. 

FIGURE Trim. Not too fat; not too thin. Well 
proportioned. 

DRESS I like pretty clothes and I have them. 
Think I know how to wear them, too. 


GOOD Well, maybe I’m not clever but I 
COMPANY can’t be called dumb. I have en- 
thusiasm, a sense of humor, am not 
afraid to talk and know how to listen. 


I’m nobody’s spoiled darling. I can 
take things, good and bad, without 
losing my balance. 


Not a bad inventory — but there must be 
something in the picture that I don’t see. 


For I can’t dodge this staring fact: 
people seem attracted to me right at first, 
but they don’t come back for more, 


Something wrong somewhere. What is it? 
THERE is one fault which never fails to 
shut a girl or woman out of social success. 
Underarm perspiration odor is the harder 
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to excuse because it is so easy to avoid. The 
modern way is simply to make it impossible 
by the every-day year-round use of Mum! 
With Mum, you know, it takes just half 
a minute to make your underarms fresh and 
odorless for the whole strenuous day. 


It’s so easy to use. If you forget it before 
you dress, no matter. Just use it afterwards, 
For Mum is harmless to clothing. 


And it’s so soothing and cooling to the 
skin, you can use it right after shaving the 
underarms. How women appreciate this! 


Don’t think your daily bath is a safe- 
guard, Count on Mum—it prevents every 
trace of unpleasant odor without prevent- 
ing perspiration itself. Make Mum a daily 
habit, winter and summer. Bristol-Myers 
Company of Canada, Ltd., 1239 Benoit St., 
Montreal, P.Q. 
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ON SANITARY NAPKINS, 


TOO, Mum gives 


com- 


plete protection from the 
unpleasantness which 
women always fear, 


ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION 
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Convert your attic or basement into the most popular room in 
the house .. . into a PLAYROOM for young end old. Do it in 
the nautical style. Your house-furnishings store or floor covering 
dealer will help you design the floor, using Dominion Linoleum 
in.one of the smart new plain colourings with insets for shuffle- 
board, quoits and other floor games. It’s great fun for 


all—and you'll certainly be surprised how little it costs. 
Pattern 9015 —A smert ; Y Y Pp 
ane > anes The floor shown here is the smart new Dominion Battleship Linoleum “’ nautical 
blue’ with ivory surround and bright red dividing line. The floor games 
are outlined in ivory with red and black lettering. 


Fuller information on request. 


een einen Ae | DOMINION OILCLOTH & LINOLEUM CO. LIMITED, MONTREAL 


new effect —in Marble 
ile. 





POPPA rt) 


as 


CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 


He only knows it 


TASTES GOOD 


whey doclor recommended 
CANNED BABY FOODS 


If cooking and straining this youngster’s fruits and vege- 
tables at home could give him ée¢ter fruits and vegetables, 


mother would do it. But the doctor told her that nothing 


she could do in her own kitchen could surpass what the 
modern canner of baby foods does for her. 

For in canned baby food, vitamins and minerals are 
protected because they are sealed-cooked. This means they 
are prepared in such a way that air—the enemy of certain 
vitamins and minerals—is excluded. Thus, vitamins and 


minerals are conserved in high degree. 


AMERICAN CAN COMPANY 


MONTREAL - HAMILTON + TORONTO + AMERICAN CAN CO. Ltd., VANCOUVER, B. C. 






This advertisement is published in the interest of the canners of infant 
foods in Canada by American Can Company. 








A MAGAZINE FOR 


H. NAPIER.MOORE, Editorial Director 


MAYBE IT’S the first robin calling with such insistent 
enchantment from the thick-budded maple outside my 
office window. Maybe he’s responsible for the fresh 
enthusiasm that floods every detail of the daily round these 
bland April mornings. But, certainly, the proofs of this 
May issue seem to give promise of a very brilliant magazine. 

I like the red-head on the cover. A young Canadian girl 
painted her—Mabel McDermot. Mrs. McDermot says 

8 always been especially interested in Canadian types 
of beauty. And speaking of covers—I can promise you one 
of the most beautiful flower paintings I have ever seen, on 
an early issue. It’s something to frame with pride and 
delight. 

There are so many new features this merry month of 
May. For one thing there’s the page we’ve been 
for many moons, “Getting Along Together.’”’ It’s con- 
ducted by a man who is spending his life helping people to 
do just that. His work brings him in daily contact with 
troublesome marriages, difficult in-laws, problematical 
children. Hitherto he has confined his work to the actual 
cases which come before him day by day. Now, for the 
first time, he reaches out to the thousands who are not 
close enough to consult him personally but who would like 
to ask his advice. We've called this department “Getting 
Along Together” because, more and more, that is becoming 
the chief aim of intelligent families. The economic condi- 
tions have entailed more crowding together than usual; 
husbands and wives are in more difficult relationships; 
times are difficult for young people. Never were men and 
women, boys and girls so much in need of experienced help. 


AS USUAL, the other day, 1 was discussing with a group of 
women what interested them most. 

Said one woman: “The two things that every group 
come to discussing sooner or later are diet and bridge!” 

(Children of course, come first, if you’ve got them. 
Hostesses know that one of the problems of entertaining 
successfully is keeping the childless ones away from proud 
papas and mamas. As a rule they find each other terribly 
boring.) 

But diet and bridge! Take notice at the teaparties and 
evening groups you enjoy—and see if that isn’t what comes 
up without fail! 

Alice MacKay, of Winnipeg, adds something to the diet 
discussion this month in her sparkling analysis of every 
woman’s right to “sit and spread.” It’s a jolly article. The 
sort of thing you like to quote casually, and win plaudits 
for being gay and witty. 

Amy Stevenson, of Toronto, begins a bridge column that 
promises to be something different. Mrs. Stevenson has 
won many trophies herself as an outstanding bridge player. 
But more than that she has taught bridge to women players 
for many years, and knows just what you want to know. 
You'll find her bridge column easy to read—and filled with 
helpful advice. And more, she’ll answer your individual 


N. ROY PERRY, Advertising Manager 


CANADIAN WOMEN 


BYRNE HOPE SANDERS, Editor 


problems—only please don’t forget what many budding 
writers call the S.A.E.—stamped, addressed envelope. 


THE FICTION pages are brilliantly entertaining. And 
more than that they’ll bring you new insight into many 
matters. “Mugs the Valiant” is one of the most human 
animal stories we’ve seen in a long time. If there isn’t a 
catch in your throat when you’ve finished it, I'll be very 
much surprised. 

On page seven you'll find the story I promised you last 
month—the one in which I still can’t decide which girl is 
heroine and which is villainess. ‘Something Borrowed” is 
by a world-famous writer. And you'll understand why she’s 
that way when you’ve finished it. The other two fiction 
features are vividly contrasting in mood. “Rescue Act”’ is a 
lesson to all people who want to interfere in other people’s 
love affairs—a fascinating pastime but a dangerous one. 
“Actor’s Wife” takes you to the gallant struggle many 
thousands of theatrical folk are putting up on the fringe 
of Broadway, that mecca for all stage aspirants. 


OUR RECENT article “Papa and Mama Dionne” brought 
an astonishing number of letters in praise and condemna- 
tion. About fifty-fifty of each. One thing was certain, if 
the country is divided in its opinions as to what should be 
done with the quintuplets it is united in an absorbed 
interest in the drama at Callander. Madame Louise de 
Kiriline, the charming woman who nursed them through 
that first difficult year, has written from her own experience, 
an article that analyzes the situation clearly. Another one 
is coming shortly. 

Many dramatic things are coming in Chatelaine. Mr. 
Denton Massey, who has made an international name for 
himself in his work with young men, and who is carrying 
on his fight for youth in the Federal Parliament, has an 
article coming on the problems of youth. Kathleen Ryan 
looks at the women’s clubs of today and reports on what she 
sees in an invigorating article. ‘Some critics assert” says 
she, “that the modern woman lives in a futile whirl of 
pleasure but the financial statements of clubs with $40,000 
to $460,000 reserve indicate that Canadian women have 
made spare time an interesting and profitable business for 
themselves, the country and their fellow citizens.” 

Coming, too, are the sparkling memories of a Canadian 
lad who spent a year in Hollywood. His informal impres- 
sions of the stars make vivid reading. 

Women are intensely interested in all that’s going on in 
this mad. wide world. So is Chatelaine. We've got to be. or 
we wouldn’t be together long--would we? 


Pym Sea 


CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 


THE MACLEAN PUBLISHING 

COMPANY LIMITED 

481 UNIVERSITY AVENUE, TORONTO 2, 
CANADA 


JOHN BAYNE MACLEAN 
FOUNDER AND CHAIRMAN 


HORACE Tf. HUNTER 
PRESIDENT 


Mw Yee ek 
VICE-PRESIDENT and GENERAL MANAGER 


Complete List of Contents 
on the last page 





CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 


a 
0 

* 

’ 

s 
> 
5 

» 
+ > 
4 

Pa 

\ 

« 

a 

* 

rs 


“WTS a perfectly beautiful rug, 
Connie... imagine taking a chance 
on a cheap rug you know nothing 
about when Gold Seal Rugs have a 
guarantee of quality . . . and besides, 
they’re so much handsomer.” 
ee 


Don’t fail to see the wide variety of new 
Congoleum Gold Seal Rug patterns. Room 
sizes from 6 x 9 to 9 x 12 ft. in these lovely 
easy-to-clean, sanitary rugs for as low as 
from $5.50 to $11.00 in Eastern Canada. 


The pattern illustrated above is “Peiping”, 


Congoleum Gold Seal Rug No. 413. 


Made in Canada — by Canadians — for Canadians — by CONGOLEUM CANADA LIMITED, MONTREAL 
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Those Pampered Bulges 


VERY woman's ideal figure is slim, with curves in 

proper places. Romantic poets, sweet tenors, and 

smart illustrators sing the slender, rightly propor- 

tioned model: the middle age spread is immortalized 
only in the funny pages; even the corset company publishes 
booklets on how to avoid unlovely sagging and pampered 
bulges after thirty. 

The world is full of women who reminisce sadly on the 
ninety pounds they weighed when they wore the wreath of 
orange blossoms. They swear it is true, though nobody 
really believes them. Ten, twenty, or thirty years later 
poundage has them by hip and chest until at fifty years 
they abandon hope and resign themselves to the “larger 
sizes” salons, or a dressmaker whose best effort can achieve 
nothing more distinctive than a flowing from the shoulders 
down, or a sentry box effect. 

How come? Leaving the glandular balance out of it— 
and that, too, can be adjusted—the chief causes are sitting, 
sitting, sitting, too much food of the wrong kind at the 
wrong time, lack of complete exercise, shallow breathing, 
labor saving devices, and frequently, constipation as a 
result. 

Most women make a stab at exercise and diet, but expert 
advice on both is so varied and conflicting that by the time 
an intelligent person studied and applied the different 
régimes she would be too old to care. Doubters may read 
Kenneth Roberts’s two chapters on those subjects in ‘For 
Authors Only.” 

The fact is that nature conspires against a woman after 
she is thirty. Whether in an office or at home she does spend 
most of her waking hours sitting—and spreading. Freed 

from the teens and twenties dashing hither and yon all 
hours of the day and night, with the leisure won from 
domestic duties she turns to bridge, movies, radio, lunch- 


by ALICE MACKAY 


eons, the theatre, meetings, petit point and fancy knitting. 
Each one of these things done in the company of the girl 
friends calls ‘for food, and none are stand-up occupations. 
On the sunny or the shady side of forty she has abandoned 
the variety of sports and quick movements of earlier years; 
she sits out more dances, supposing she has been able to 
persuade husband or escort to go; she spends more time 
behind the wheel of a motor and less on Shanks’s mare; she 
does far less housework, if any, than her mother or grand- 
mother. Electric machines have taken the sting out of 
housekeeping, but they have also taken the spring out of 
muscles. Not even the faddiest exercise expert has yet 
recommended pushing a vacuum, operating an electric 
mixer, or setting the oven control as a reducing agent. 


THERE IS such a difference in married life today after 
those first few hard years. Then mother was bending over 
the baby, changing diapers, up and downstairs day and 
night, tugging the perambulator out and in, doing all the 
domestic gymnastics that keep muscles supple and chase 
away fat accumulation. But the most fractious baby 
grows up; mother has time for bridge, with tea; she can 
go out for lunch; she relaxes at a matinée; there are ‘‘move- 
ments” and meetings she sits through; and at home she 
subsides into deep springs and padding with every body 
organ in the wrong position. 

Watch a crowd of women when tea is served in the dining 
room. Every chair will be taken, though presumably it is a 
stand-up affair. Doesn’t every emancipated woman loathe 
standing in a street car? Tacitly all females stoutly demand 
their unassailable right to SIT AND SPREAD. 

Is the picture too dark? Naturally every smart woman 
knows about diet and exercise and has a go at both in some 
form. One winter it is tap dancing; another, massage at 


$20 a course and mind your eating and drinking; or perhaps 
golf, for the walking; there was the spring when slie 
mounted the family bicycle-—‘‘and was I sore’’--but it is all 
sporadic. Much simpler to nibble the good food that is all 
about, and to hop into the motor instead of walking. 

Time was when domestic life kept down flesh and toned 
muscles. If grandmother had known all that we know to- 
day about food she would have had a figure like a sylph. It 
was the breakfast potatoes and the huge loaves of home- 
made bread that made the bulge under her apron band. 
Feeding the kitchen stove, broom sweeping the entire 
house, scrubbing on hands and knees, dashing up and down 
the cellar steps, rocking the washing machine and the 
babies and the churn-—these are only a few details of the 
busy domestic routine the foremothers had to keep them 
in trim. Heigh ho . those days, thank goodness, are 
gone. But they took something with them, and what takes 
their place? Mostly leisure to sit and . . . Grandmother 
had more sense about what she sat on, too. Those horse- 
hair chairs and sofas and ye old straight backs were not so 
tempting to the posterior. 

Changing times and ways of living have brought ills with 
their blessings, and for these are appended some sensible, 
painless, healthful remedies. 

Breathing. Nine women out of ten will say they do 
breathe deeply but they are only fooling themselves. Try 
this. At the very least, seven times a day take a complete 
breath of outdoor air. Standing still, breath through the 
nostrils steadily; inhale, first filling the lower part of the 
lungs, second the middle part (pushing out the lower ribs, 
breastbone and chest; then the higher portion of the 


lungs protruding the upper chest, lifting the chest with the 
upper six or seven pairs of ribs. In the final movement the _ 


lower part of the abdomen will {Continued on page 51} 
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gardens of lingerie, were packed and marked for the 
steamer; the fat cylinder of red carpet that was to 
lie through the garden for the guests to step upon, 
stood waiting behind the door; the detectives had had their 
ill-fitting morning coats pressed so they could guard the 
wedding gifts without looking like ruffians; three score 
women had new frocks to wear and finger-waves fresh set. 
And still Tante, who had insisted on making the wedding 
gown with her own wrinkled old hands, didn’t have that 
gown quite finished. She had been working for weeks on it: 
and now, the day before the wedding, pins bristled in its 
opal glitter. There was a place across one shoulder that 
just wouldn’t be smooth. 
‘Again, please, Miss Diane,”’ Tante 
said through her mouthful of pins. 
“‘No more ‘agains.’ I’m sick of it,” 
Diane said crossly. ‘‘I’ll just wear the 


A LL THE TRUNKS holding lingerie, bouquets and 


veil and a white satin nightie, and to heck with the dress.” 

Tante looked at her reproachfully, and one hand absent- 
mindedly drew back just as it had hundreds of times through 
the years, for a quick little spank on her darling’s now 
elegant anatomy. 

Tante knew what the trouble was with the dress; she had 
fitted it first on Rosemary. It gave her a peasant’s savage 
comfort to be trying the dress on Rosemary, that queenly, 
starlight-colored gown that was to stand up beside Tommy 
Tanner when vows were being pledged. 

Tears came into her brown old raisin eyes, as she thought 
of those vows and of her own sweet Rosemary crying one 
long-ago night, with the door of her little room locked for 


by MARGARET LEE RUNBECK 


the first time in her life. Tante had stood outside that door 
and listened in an agony of helplessness. In the morning 
they had pretended those tears had never been. 

It had been a very difficult year for Tante, who had been 
paid to bring up one little girl, here in this luxurious house, 
and who had brought up the other for love alone, in a white 
cottage down in the village. They were both so precious 
to her, her two lovely little girls, Diane, all mother-of-pearl 
and gold, and Rosemary, magnolia-skinned and dark, with 
brown eyes that spoke in silence. She had brought them up 
to love each other, which was the only way Tante knew of 
living; and now, thanks to this Tommy Tanner, there was 
hatred between them, and silence and jeering. 

For a year they had forgotten they 
ever knew each other, her two little 
girls, and sometimes it was more than 
Tante could bear, and she wanted to 
take them each over her knee and spank 








SOME LEMON PIE, JIM, | WANT TO SEE IF IT WILL 

IDA! WHY SUCH AGREE WITH YOU — 1 TRIED 

A LITTLE PIECE ? CRISCO PASTRY THIS TIME 
BECAUSE AUNTIE SAYS ITS 
DIGESTIBLE. 


GOL-LY! THAT'S THE 

BEST FRIED FISH — JUST WAIT TILL YOU 

CRISP... NATURAL- SEE MY CAKE, JIM ! 
TASTING !| 


AUNTIE’S LEMON PIE makes a love 
match between creamy lemon filling and cloud- 
peaks of meringue. It’s perfection with Crisco 
pastry—so tender and digestible. Try light 
creamy Crisco for cakes and frying, too. 
14 cups sugar 2 cups boiling water 
4 tablespoons corn- 3 egg yolks, beaten 
: 2 teaspoons lemon rind 
1g cup lemon juice 

Blend sugar, cornstarch, salt. Stir into boiling 
water. Cook and stir till thick and clear. Stir 
in egg yolks. Cook 2 minutes longer. Remove 
from stove. Aad lemon juice and rind. 


Crisco’s Tender Digestible Pastry: Sift 1% 
cups flour with '% teaspoon salt. Cut in 4 
cup of light digestible Crisco (the creamed 
vegetable fat) until fine as meal. Add 4 to 6 
tablespoons water, using as little as possible. 
Roll out on lightly floured board. Line pie 
plate. Prick all over. Bake in hot oven (450° F.) 
12-15 minutes. Add filling. Cover with me- 
ringue (beat 3 egg whites stiff with 6 table- 
spoons fine granulated sugar). Brown meringue 
in slow oven (325° F.). 


Food costs money—don’t risk failure—use pure 
creamy Crisco for perfect results in this recipe. 


CRISCO FOR DIGESTIBLE PASTRY 


All Measurements Level. Recipes approved by 
Good Housekeeping Institute. Crisco is the 
registered trademark of a shortening manufac- 
tured by the Procter & Gamble Company. 
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IDAS ASLEEP. NOW I'LL GET AT 
THAT LEMON Pie | 








NEXT DAY: 
LEMON Pi ? 
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ENTIRELY WITH 
DIGESTIBLE Crisco! 


WHO ATE ALL MY LOVELY 
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one “alll-punpose” ahontening 


JIM ATE A THIRD OF {0A, USE LOVELY LIGHT 
THAT CRISCO PIE, CRISCO AS YOUR ONLY 
AUNTIE, AND FELT = SHORTENING...TRY IT FOR 


FINE, CAKES AND FRYING, 
= 


SWELL CAKE! SWELLFISH! DON'T SAY IT—LET ME—§ FOR DIGESTIBLE PIES, CAKES AND FRIED FOODS 


—with a money-back Guanantee 


To convince yourself that and delicate-tasting when 
Crisco is really the “all-pur- made with pre-creamed Crisco. 
pose”? shortening, please use We are sure you will be de- 
only Crisco for one week. lighted with Crisco as your 
See if your pies aren’t flaky- ‘‘one-and-only’’shortening. But 
light—truly digestible! if this week’s test of Crisco 
See if your fried foods aren’t doesn’t convince you, return 
crisp and greaseless, and free the balance of the Crisco to 
fren “fatty taste” — your dealer and he will gladly 
See if cakes aren’t fluffy-light refund your money. 


POTATO BOATS are dandy ‘‘dress-ups” 
for creamed meat or vegetables. Fry them in 
deep Crisco so they'll be crunchy-brown out- 
side and free from indigestible greasiness. Pure 
wholesome Crisco makes light cakes and di- 
gestible pastry, too. 
6 medium-sized Crisco for 
potatoes deep-frying 

Select oval potatoes. Pare. Cut off lengthwise 
slices. Hollow out centers. Cook in boiling 
salted water 10 minutes. Drain; dry. Deep-fry 
in digestible Crisco (the vegetable fat). Heat 
Crisco to 395° F.—test with an inch cube of 
bread—it will brown in 40 seconds. When you 
begin to fry potato boats, raise the heat 2 
minutes. Drain on absorbent paper. Fill with 
creamed meat, fish or vegetables. Save Crisco 
for other fryings—it never gives the taste of 
one fried food to another. Economical and 
digestible! 

Food costs money—don't risk failure—use pure 
creamy Crisco for perfect results in this recipe. 
CRISCO FOR DIGESTIBLE FRIED FOODS 
ONLY 10¢ brings you ‘‘Favorite Recipes.’’ 98 recipes! 


Send 10¢ in coin with name and address to Dept 
XCH-56, 1600 Delorimier Ave., Montrea:, Que. 


WALNUT SQUARES are light luscious 
surprises—and do people rave! Try this cake 
with fluffy Crisco—the cake shortening that's 
pre-creamed, and tastes as fresh as cream. 
And remember—Crisco is the making of light 
pastry and digestible fried foods, too! 

14 cup Crisco 14 teaspoon salt 

1 cup sugar bo cup miik 

2 eggs 1g cup chopped 
14% cups flour nuts 

2 teaspoons baking 1 teaspoon vanilla 

powder 

Blend Crisco, sugar and eggs in one stirring— 
it's easy with pre-creamed Crisco. Sift flour, 
baking powder, sailt—add alternately with 
milk. Use 2 extra tablespoons flour to coat 
nuts. Add nuts and vanilla. Use a ‘Criscoed"’- 
and-floured pan (about 8” x 8’). Bake in 
moderate oven (350° F.) 40-45 minutes. Cool. 

Fluffy Icing: Use 1 egg white, %{ cup sugar, 
3 tablespoons water, 4 teaspoon salt. Put in 
top of double bouer over boiling water. Cook 
7 minutes, beating constantly with Dover 
beater. Remove from heat, add % teaspoon 
vanilla, beat until of a spreading consistency. 
Spread on cake. Decorate with walnut-halves. 


Food costs money—don't risk failure—use pure 
creamy Crisco for perfect results in this recipe. 


CREAMY CRISCO FOR LIGHT CAKES 
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Tante,”’ Diane said in a little voice. ‘And if 
you tell me once more that all brides feel 
this way, I'll scream.” 

“Scream,” Tante advised. “I find my- 

self that it helps sometimes. But right 

now you might postpone the scream- 
ing and read the mail,” she said as 
Ida brought in a big stack of thin 
envelopes and one fat boldly 
addressed letter. Rather sim- 
peringly Ida always had that 
envelope on top because she 
knew it was from Tommy 
Tanner, doing that stub- 
born old job of his up in 
Ontario, in a ramshackle 
laboratory trying to make 
useful things out of slag. 
After they were mar- 
ried, daddy would make 
him take a real posi- 
ition in the firm. But 
now. . 
“Dump ‘em down, 
Ida,’’ Diane said, ig- 
noring the top letter. 
Ida looked so scan- 
dalized that she 
added. since she felt 
that intelligent people 
should protect the 
fragile illusions of the 
trustingly simple, 
“Well, give it to me, 
then.’’ and she stretch- 
ed out a slender hand. 
She was about to tear 
it open and_ read 
Tommy’s latest letter, 
when a tangle of girls’ 
voices came through the 
open door and _ three 
bridesmaids burst in. 
“You torture me,” Diane 
said. “Why can’t you all 
let me alone?” 

“She’s about to read her morn- 
ing love letter,’’ Tante said in 

explanation. 
“Well, we’re not proud. We'll 
listen to it,’’ one of the bridesmaids 
said, and they all sat down expect- 
antly, pretending to cock their ears. 

“He’s arriving tonight, isn’t he?” 
Diane nodded, holding the unopened 
letter in her hand. Matter of fact, he was 
arriving this afternoon, and she was driving 

twenty miles away to meet him alone. 
“I suppose there’s no use asking if we can do 
anything for you,” Joan said. “I know everything's 
taken care of.” 

“No stone left unturned,’ Diane said wearily. They 
talked about the dress rehearsal of the bridesmaids and 
ushers yesterday; didn’t Diane think Lilla should walk 
with Betty? Wasn’t Tommy’s cousin Graham a honey? 
Wasn't it like Tommy to hang on to his hateful old job 
until the last minute! Instead of coming back here to 
entertain them, the meanie! 

“One thing I thought of last night,”’ littke Mary Prince 
said earnestly. ‘‘I wonder if you've observed all the super- 
stitions?” 

‘*Tante takes care of that,’’ Diane said. ‘‘She’s the head 
of the good-luck department. She always keeps jinxes 
away from me, don’t you darling.” 








“| THINK IT WOULD BE ONLY DECENT FOR YOU 
TO COME TO MY WEDDING," SAID DIANE, AND 
SHE STOOD GLARING IN FURY AT ROSEMARY. 


% 


of two women who broke each 


heart over the same man, told by a far- amed writer 


“I try,” Tante said seriously, ‘“‘but sometimes I’ve not 
succeeded.” 

Mary Prince was saying: ‘“‘What’s that old rhyme that’s 
supposed to bring good luck to weddings? 


‘Something old, 
Something new, 
Something borrowed 
And something blue.’ 


Have you got that covered?” 

“We've something old,” Tante said. ‘There’s Miss 
Diane’s great-grandmother’s veil. That’s older than any of 
us—than all of us put together nearly.” 

“And something new—trunks and trunks of newness,”’ 
Mary Prince said, fluttering her hands expansively. 

“And something borrowed?” The minute the words were 
out, they all saw how terrible they were in this situation. 
Suddenly they all fell nervously silent, and each knew 
guiltily that the others were thinking what she was trying 
not to think—Tommy Tanner! Something borrowed. . . 
Good heavens, why had Mary started this nonsense? They 
all began chattering at once then, for fear Diane would see 
into their thoughts. But if she saw, she gave no sign except 
to reach for a cigarette rather too casually and light the 
cork end of it, without knowing. 

“Imagine Diane ever needing to borrow anything!’’ 
Mary said quickly. ‘‘Diane, who’s always had so much she 
could lend to the rest of us. and give us, too!” 

“There are some things I haven’t had,”’ Diane said in a 
level little voice. “I’ve borrowed, too, when I really wanted 
something.” But they all began fluttering noisily to cover 
up these dreadful, double-meaning things they were saying, 
and not able to help themselves somehow. 

“You can borrow my Mexican lucky piece. I was carry- 
ing it when I fell off my horse and broke my leg last 
summer,”’ Joan said. 

“Thanks awfully. 
Diane laughed. 

“But I wouldn’t have met Doctor Quinton except.” 

“T’ll lend you my lucky lipstick,’”” Mary offered. ‘Never 
failed me yet.” 

Tante spoke up, surprisingly then, and not in any spirit 
of fun either. “The something borrowed has been looked 
after,’’ she said. ‘Miss Diane is going to wear a little ring 
that meant six months of paradise on earth, once.” 

“‘Am I, dearest?’’ Diane said, and went and put her arms 
around the slender little person who had bandaged bumped 
knees, rocked her to sleep, deprived her of dessert when she 
was naughty, contrived rewards when she was good, and 
now, by the very unction of wishing-with-all-her-heart, 
would smuggle her into Paradise if possible. 

“I was beastly to you this morning, darling,”’ Diane said 
in a little whisper. 

“It never matters, chérie,”” Tante said. “I love you just 
the same.”’ 

“Just the same——just the same as Rosemary?” Diane 
asked. In her memory was a conversation with Tommy— 
Tommy’s impatient voice. ‘Of course I love you, Diane 

I think you're the swellest girl in the world.” 

“But do you love me as much as you loved Rose- 
mary?” 

“Oh, for laying an egg,”” Tommy said furiously, ‘‘will you 
please skip all that Suddenly her mood changed 
and she was angry at herself. “‘Why am I always wanting 
to be loved just the same as Rosemary?” she cried, and 
there were hot tears in her eyes, and now her friends 
couldn’t pretend that they were all talking across thin ice. 

Joan said, “‘Forget all that, sweet. Everybody else has 
forgotten it, you know.” 

“Have they?” Diane said bitterly. ‘“‘They’ve forgotten 
it so completely that we all know what each other is 
thinking without any words.”’ 

“Well, tomorrow you're marrying him and then it will 
be forgotten,” Marv said. {Continued on page 47} 


I’ve always wanted a broken leg,” 








“ Something Borrowed ...” How cruel that wed- 


ding phrase could be when it meant the sroom ! 


them soundly, and then make them kiss and give each 
other some present, as she had long ago when they were 
children. 

They were still children, under all their haughtiness and 
hurt—no, they were women, worrying about the same man; 
competing, breaking each other’s heart, triumphing over 
the same man! 

And was he worth it—that’s what Tante angrily wanted 
to know. She had thought he was when he belonged to her 
Rosemary, but now that he belonged to her Diane she was 
not so sure. When she had rocked behind them on their 
vine-hung porch and heard him telling Rosemary all his 
grand young plans; when she had seen the light in his 
room-down-the-street burning until three, because he was 
studying his noble chemistry, she had been proud of him. 
But now, when all that was forgotten, and he was going— 
so Diane said—to take a job in her father’s brokerage office, 
Tante scorned to think of him. He was nobody she knew; 
he was only the fiancé of the girl whose governess she had 
always been. 

But now this year was nearly over, and tomorrow 
Tommy Tanner was to stand up beside this very dress— 
and this very girl—and promise for eternity. Tante sighed, 
and a pin popped out of her old petunia-tinted mouth, and 
the ribbon she wore around her neck and down under her 
blouse gave a tug at the little old ring hidden there. 

“What difference does it make?” Diane said. “‘Nobody 
but you’ll know there’s a wrinkle across the shoulder. And 
you'll be crying anyway, darling, so you won’t think of it.” 

“T’ll not be crying,” Tante said primly. “I'll be very 
happy for you, Miss Diane.” 

“You'll be crying,” Diane said. ‘“We’ll all be crying for 
one reason or another.” 

Tante looked up at her quickly. ‘Does that mean any- 
thing, my precious?”’ she asked. 

“No. Just something to say,” Diane said wearily. 
“That’s probably all.” 

Suddenly she could bear this standing still no longer. 
She twisted out of Tante’s reach and shrugged angrily. 
“Get this thing off of me before I tear it to pieces,” she cried. 
“T hate the sight of it. and it strangles me.” 

“It’s nerves, darling,” Tante said soothingly. “Brides 
always feel this way. Think nothing of it.” 

“Well, get it off of me. Ask Rosemary to let you fit it on 
her: my clothes always fit her better than they do me.” 

“Perhaps it is that she fits your clothes better than you 
fit them,” Tante said sternly. 

“Yes,” Diane cried accusingly. ‘“You’re always defend- 
ing her. No wonder I got sick and tired of her. No wonder 
I hate even hearing her name.” 

“Do you?” Tante said through her pins. “Well, that is 
very sad for you, Miss Diane. After all, you are marrying 
the man. I can’t see why you should hate her.” 

“Does she hate me. . . very much?” Diane asked in 
spite of herself. Why should she care, she, Diane Horgan, 
whether or not the niece of her governess should hate her? 
But she was crying, and Tante mumbled a frenzied little 
prayer, for she had a feeling prayers would be needed before 
this wedding was safely past. 

But her practical eye was not dulled by her apprehen- 
sions, and she clucked reprovingly, seeing tears splashing 
profanely on the bosom of The Gown. 

“Tst—tst—cry if you want to,”’ she said shortly, “but 
not on my dress.” Dresses were always fiercely possessed 
by Tante while she was working on them. You daren’t 
even touch one under her eye without permission. 

“I’m not crying,” Diane said. “‘At least I’m not crying 
the way brides usually cry. I’m crying because Rosemary 
always looks better in my clothes than I do. They love 
her. All the time I’m wearing them, they just sort of wait 
for her. And when she gets them, they come to life.” 

“Nonsense,” Tante said, knowing it was true. 

“T’ve never had anything of my own that was any good,” 
Diane said in wild gulps. “Nothing I have means anything 










until it belongs to Rose- 
mary. I hate that girl, 
Tante.” 

“Hush,” Tante said, 
and this time she really 
did spank that very 
expensive little sit- 
down with a _ long- 
experienced hand. “‘If 
you’re going to feel 
sorry for yourself, 
wait until I get my 
dress off of you. 

Then I’ll hug you, 
darling.” 

“You’re just as 
bad as my clothes,” 
Diane said unreas- 
onably. ‘You love 
that little Rosemary 
of yours. All my life 
my father’s paid you 
to love me, and you 
love her for nothing.” 

Tante made no reply 
to this childishness. 
Instead she grasped the 
hem of “her” wedding 
gown firmly and drew it 
up over Diane’s golden 
curls, as though she were 
husking a beautiful fresh 
ear of corn. 

“Stop your nonsense, dar- 
ling,” she said when she was 
certain the dress hadn’t been 
marred by this emotion. ‘Come 
here and let Tante fix your hair, 
baby.” She fussed cluckingly over 
Diane, murmuring and patting in 
the way a loving Frenchwoman knows 
so well. “You’re just tired, baby. To- 
morrow you'll be so happy.” 

But Diane wondered bitterly if this wed- 
ding would ever be over, this wedding that 
had begun months ago when she first coveted 
Tommy Tanner. Diane had always had everything 
she could want before she wanted it. And that, alas, 
is the quickest way to kill want. When want has been 
killed, all the bubbles have gone off the wine. Life without 
wanting is a watch without hands, a song without a voice 
to sing it, a kiss without love. Diane had always had every- 
thing she wanted before she could possibly want it. Every- 
thing, that is, except Tommy Tanner. Maybe the reason 
she wanted him so stubbornly was because he was the only 
thing she’d ever seen that her father couldn’t buy for her. 
Maybe it was because Rosemary had him—-the only treas- 
ure Rosemary ever had that hadn’t belonged to Diane first. 

She had seen them being happy together, riding around 
in Tommy’s absurd tin-can car, dancing on people’s 
piazzas, talking earnestly, Tommy waiting faithfully to 
take Tante home from the Horgans. Diane could imagine 
the three of them in Tante’s little white house, cooking 
dinner and laughing—and it drove her wild with left-over 
loneliness. 

So she began rushing Tommy Tanner, just for fun at 
first. And unexpectedly Rosemary had helped her by let- 
ting Tommy alone. Diane suspected that rather hurt 
Tommy’s pride—well, anyway it was ending tomorrow in 
a wedding, this wedding that seemed to stretch through 
weeks of nightmarish details, the vortex of mad planning, 
flowers, silver, lists of guests. bridesmaids’ jealousies, wed- 
ding trip itineraries. And under it all, like the quiet bass 
supporting a cascade of melody, were chords made up of 
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the 
theme 
of Tommy 
. and Rose- ~ > 

mary. They were chords 
you refused to hear, but you 
never could forget they were there. 

“You don’t know how tired of things I am, 
sighed Diane. As she said the words she realized in a flood 
of misery all the weariness of the weeks she had been strug- 
gling through. It would be over tomorrow, but standing 
there, with the little old lady she had known all her life. 
kneeling at her feet, Diane felt that she would never 
enjoy anything again. There had been so many wearisome 
hours when she stood with Tante pinning her gown in 
place; so many evenings discussing the wedding guests 
and the ceremony itself; so many stupid questions to be 
answered again and again. 

“I’m fed up, completely fed up, with the whole business, 
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unable to escape the bad consequences which came as well. 

On this last point the world was not eager to offer them 
support. It cannot be considered either charitable or in 
good taste to repeat, in quotation, things that the Dionnes 
have been led to say, expressed in their own simple and 
natural way, which might sound unfavorable in implica- 
tion. These unwitting errors should be allowed to slip by 
unheeded; to be buried in oblivion instead of being dragged 
before the unmerciful and curious mind of an uncharitable 
world. To my mind it is inadmissible to take unfair 
advantage of the Dionnes by repeating occasional and 
unsuitable speeches of theirs in the not always justifiable 
purpose of securing good copy. Because the parents of 
the quintuplets are not artificial enough to be versed in the 
sophisticated ways of the world, there is no reason or 
excuse for making them appear ridiculous. 

But all similar misunderstandings and misinterpreta- 
tions, small incidents in themselves, must become a 
formidable force when united as a whole, causing much 
wounded pride and making the position of the parents 
almost unbearable. It certainly will only help to separate 
them far more effectively from their five little girls than the 
few yards of road which runs between their present home 
and that of their babies. Is it surprising that they have 
become almost unreasonably hostile to all strangers? That 
they have, most unfortunately included, without discern- 
ment, those who necessarily are responsible for the welfare 
of the babies and who, with a certain logic from the parents’ 
viewpoint, are looked upon as intruding and unasked-for 
outsiders? 


HOWEVER, whatever errors can be attributed to the 
doctor and to the nurses in dealing with the parents —and 
in all justice it must be allowed that everyone, although 
inspired with the best intentions, is imperfect——surely this 
hostility is both inopportune and undeserved in view of 
their eminently successful efforts. I can say, with honesty 
and truth, that all their arrangements and regulations 
were undertaken and carried out with only one purpose 
that of giving the babies absolute protection and the best 
chance of survival. In comparison with this, all other 
considerations inevitably became insignificant. What can 
be a better proof of the truth of this assertion and the 
justification of their methods of meticulous care than the 
babies’ rosy-cheeked well-being, and sparkling healthy 
happiness at the end of their first year? 


Nurse Yvonne Leroux 


Perhaps the parents so far have been inauspicious in 
choosing such methods of improving their pecuniary 
resources which are apt to contribute but little to maintain 
their position dignified and above criticism. Their trip to 
Chicago, for instance, and the exhibitions of themselves 
in Toronto and other places, it must be admitted, were. for 
them, rather unfortunate and ill-advised ways of making 
money out of publicity. There are other methods open to 
them less conspicuous, and even more profitable financially. 
But, I am afraid, there have been many temptations, very 
difficult to evade because of their variety of seducing 
disguises, hidden in the Garden of Eden of the Dionne 
popularity. 


MOTHER LOVE, in its best and sublimest meaning, is 
obviously not a feeling or quality acquired at the birth of 
one’s child. If it were, how much unnecessary misery 
brought on innocent children would then be alleviated? 
How many blunders of self-complacent parents would 
then be avoided, saving both them and their children from 
useless and painful sufferings? Though mother love may 
begin as a natural tendency, it cannot be properly developed 
without intelligent training. 

There’s a lesson for all women who, by lack of self- 
criticism and honest analysis of their own feelings, in an 
orgy of selfish so-called mother love fail to recognize the 
fundamental individual rights of their child, and passion- 
ately smother it in their own unconquerable desire for 
proximity and by their more or less distorted ideas of up- 
bringing. How many mothers, for instance, fail to under- 
stand and give effective battle against their child’s worst 
enemy, the complex of fear? Instead, unwilling to admit 
their infallibility and under pretext that they know what is 
best for it—-incidentally also most convenient for the 
mother—they induce it to obedience by means of this very 
foe. This is to my mind only a caricature of mother love 
more dangerous because of its disguise of the real, genuinely 
unselfish quality. 

It is the same with the more material side of the question. 
Because a woman has had several babies, it does not 
always follow that she knows the best way to put on a 
diaper comfortably. There is a certain knack, a certain 
measured quality in the touch of the hand, possessed not 
necessarily by actual mothers which, unaided by deplor- 
able shakings and rockings, will soothe a baby’s ruffled 
feelings and instantly make it quiet and comfortable. This 
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quality, originally, may be an instinct in a few women, but 
it can be improved to reach perfection also by intelligent 
training in good mothercraft. 

But Mrs. Dionne, in her perplexing situation, can 
scarcely be reproached for seemingly being loath to admit 
that, left to herself, she might have been unequal to the 
care of five prematurely born daughters; that there is 
more than one way to love a child; and that there is 
something deeper by which to prove her love and right to 
it than by the impulsive expressions of traditional, but 
undisciplined mother feelings. 

Who can blame her for not understanding fully why her 
babies are being taken care of away from her presence; 
why she might not be necessary for their happiness and 
health unless she is willing to freely admit the necessity 
and wisdom of meticulous care and strict precautions? 

How can she rightly be taken to task for her indisposi- 
tion to co-operate rationally with the guardians of her 
children who thought it better and safer, and indeed 
necessary, to raise the babies separately from the rest of the 
family at least during the most critical years of their 
childhood? 

How can she be criticized for feeling bitterly resentful, 
and perhaps jealous, in her outraged sense of hurt mother 
pride of everyone who has the task of the babies’ personal 
and intimate care in their hands? 

I think that attitude is very natural from her point of 
view, and I am sure that all other women who try to put 
themselves in her position can have nothing but the 
greatest sympathy for her, and as she does, regret her handi- 
caps and her difficulties. 

I wish outside understanding and consideration alone 
were required to help her alleviate her sufferings, to relieve 
her hurt feelings, to righten her side-slipped popularity and 
to re-establish her faith in her best friend. 

But is it enough? Must not she herself be willing to 
review to some extent the standpoint of her rights as a 
mother for the sake of her babies? 

Even so she may need only the merest hint of genuine 
goodwili to put her new world into focus. Then, assuredly, 
her instinct will gradually find the best way to love her five 
little girls without thought of the comfort of her own heart, 
and to relinquish an attitude of non-co-operation which 
may be natural, but which, unfortunately, can but signify 
the sacrifice of the babies on the altar of indiscriminate 
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their famous babies, hy the nurse who cared lor them the first critical year. 
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feel as their mother? 
What could be done to ensure them all opportunities 
for happiness in life, in spite of their freakish entry into 
the world, in spite of the miracle of their survival and its 
consequences?” 

Since the time when love inevitably crept into my heart 
for the squirming, helpless little creatures which Dr. Dafoe 
placed in my care during their first important and critical 
year of life, these questions have always seemed to me of 
vital importance and, essentially for the sake of the babies, 
in need of an answer. 

There have been many rumors and much diplomatic 
deception surrounding the complex situation of the Dionnes 
and their famous babies. I am afraid the world at large, in 
vast injustice to all three parties most vitally concerned— 
the babies, the parents and the doctor—has been inclined 
to criticize those more sinned against than sinning. 

I am not at all bent upon making either sensational dis- 
closures or extravagant prophecies. My desire and aim, 
emanating from the significant and responsible part I, 
among the others, was given to play in the Dionne drama, is 
to present as just a picture as possible of what the babies 
have the right to expect of all those who try to shape their 
future. © 

It must be quite clear to everyone that living with 
Annette, Emilie, Yvonne, Cecile and little Marie, caring 
for them day and night, wrestling with death for their very 
lives, watching them grow from prematurely born mites, 
hardly able to draw breath, into blossoming flowers of 
healthy babyhood, must create a love very nearly akin to 
and, I venture to say, fully as unselfish and strong as the 
love of any woman who bore her own child. 

By this statement I am by no means denying the intan- 
gibly intimate bond between child and mother. Of that I 
have also had experience. But I find it most unfair to 
allege that a woman, unfortunate enough not to have a 
child of her own, is incapable of love for a child as sublime 
as that of a mother. Let the mother who dares say that of 
another woman ransack her own heart for errors committed 
against her own children, which might cast a doubt upon 
the genuine quality of her mother feelings, before she 
utters so thoughtless an allegation. 


[' THE DIONNE babies were my babies, how would I 


THE DIONNE babies did not lack love during their first 
year of life, despite their privation of mother’s care and 
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presence. They did not lack as much tenderness and 
devotion as any mother could have been capable of giving 
them out of the very fullness of her heart. It would indeed 
have been unnatural for any normal, warm-hearted woman 
to spend hours, days and months in the task of helping 
those babies to live, with the often exhausting demands 
of patience and unslackening vigilance, without the feelings 
of mother love stirring in one’s breast. 

No mother, I know, could have stayed at the bedside of a 
restless baby with more infinite patience than did Nurse 
Yvonne Leroux many a night, with soothing hands and 
voice, untiringly lulling it to sleep. No one could have 
given little Marie such tender attention as did Nurse 
Patricia Mullin at every opportunity afforded to her. Nor 
need the babies have lacked the touch of their own mother’s 
hands, had she only been able to understand the situation 
a little better. 

Why, then, does this worried mother seem to deny her 
babies. and more surprisingly herself. that which she must 
crave with all her heart to give and to enjoy—the daily 
loving contact with her small daughters? 

Because the whole situation, causing such far-reaching 
transformations in her life since the day the babies saw 
light of day, has left her utterly perplexed by its reaction. 
Because her pride as a mother is sorely hurt by imaginary 
but not less painful conceptions of proceedings which she is 
powerless to penetrate and to banish. Because the normal 
development and instinctive readjustment of her natural 
mother feelings have been influenced along unfortunate 
lines by the undue interference of outsiders. Because she 
has as yet been unable to perceive that not only impulsive 
feelings of mother love, but the more deeply unselfish love 
of a very discriminating mind are necessary to guide her 
in her unusual difficulty. 

This failure of perspicacity is not her fault, and she has 
nobody who can explain her puzzling position to her whom 
she dares believe. She, poor woman, has lost faith in 
everybody even in those who are unselfish enough to want 
to help her for her own sake. 

She is overwhelmed with a paralyzing feeling of inferior- 
ity. She feels she has been crowded out of her legitimate 
place as mother of her own famous babies. This last is 
apparently, but not essentially, true, and it has made her 
blind to the possibility lying within herself of yet mastering 
the situation by a simple and womanly-wise change of 
attitude. 
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And the tragedy for her is that she, as so many numbers 
of other mothers, is the sole sufferer of what, I think, is her 
own unwitting misiudgment. The babies, as is natural to 
children, wil! perhaps not: know or even regret that they 
have been denied her shy expressions of love. Contrary 
to the belief of many, they evidently live very happily 
without the constant touch of their mother’s hands. They 
may, quite logically, not miss the tender tokens of her 
devotion so needlessly withheld from them, if she allows 
her wounded mother pride to run away with the opportuni- 
ties which never have been, and never will be, denied her of 
close communication with her enchanting and endearing 
babies. The babies, fortunately, are unaffected by this 
pathetic misfortune which is so deeply touching their 
mother. 

I feel sure that, had this mother been left alone from the 
beginning by interfering relatives, friends, and by intruding 
outsiders who had nothing to do with the care of the 
babies. conditions might be different today. Had she been 
allowed to avail herself freely of the constant urging of 
doctor and nurses to participate naturally in the little joys 
of progressing babies, such as graduating from incubators 
to bassinets, the first bath, the first tooth—I am inclined to 
believe that her intuition would unresistingly and unerr- 
ingly have guided her to a gradual and correct perception 
of what is fundamentally being done for her babies. Not 
only that, but she, the one most legitimate of all, would 
have been by natural right their first guardian. 


BY NO FAULT of their own, neither parent was equipped 
with the unparalleled qualifications likely to cope success- 
fully with such an unheard-of situation as that which arose 
from the miraculous birth and survival of their five daugh- 
ters, without well-advised assistance. Very few would have 
been, I think. But were they really given the slightest 
chance to extricate themselves unscathed from the sudden 
avalanche of disconcerting notoriety which swept them and 
their whole world into confusion? 

Have they not been literally hounded from the very 
morning of that unforgetable day in May, not only by 
unwisely well-meaning, and pardonably self-seeking rela- 
tives and friends, but by a tactlessly intruding and curious 
world? 

Unaided, the parents were incapable of putting to good 
use all the good influences and advantages that their 
Overnight publicity brought them; and, equally. they were 
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Thinking black thoughts about Norman was just a pleasant 
way of wasting time. And there wasn’t any time to be 
wasted. Not if she and Pete intended to make a success of 
the week-end. 

Dressing was usually a ten-minute affair for Kathy, but 
she took extra precautions this evening, and when it was all 
through she looked—not glamorous like June—but just 
as nice as could be. The shower had stung a warm apricot 
into her tan cheeks. And her hair, brushed, gleaming, 
swung into accurate black wings against her face; coiled 
heavily in back. She was no beauty, she had none of her 
sister’s spectacular grace, but there was a charm all its own 
in the vitality of her voice, in the friendliness back of her 
dark eyes. 

She was fumbling uncertainly with June’s lipstick, when 
her sister came in, and at first she did not hear her, was not 
aware of her until June laid a hand on her arm. “Look,” 
June said. 

Kathy whirled quickly, her eyes sweeping down from her 
sister’s face to the violets, massed and fragrant in her 
arms. She bent her head over them. ‘‘Nice,” she said. ‘I 
suppose your young man gave them to you.” 

June set the flowers on the sill by the open window. ‘‘He 
isn’t my young man,” she murmured. She was a very slight 
girl. Fragile, and with a delicate flowing grace about her. 
Champagne curls tumbled behind her ears and burst 
enchantingly over a milky forehead. But it was neither 
this nor her coloring that you first noticed. Only her eyes. 
Infinitely young, infinitely trustful, they looked out on the 
world with a kind of terrifying innocence. 

It was this innocence that caught and stabbed at Kathy 
now. She thought of Norman. “‘Isn’t he?” she asked softly. 
“Three Saturday nights in succession struck me as pretty 
conclusive.”” To her annoyance June made no response 
to this. Kathy looked at her critically. ‘‘You’ve got an 
awful run in your train,’”’ she told her. “Get me a needle 
and I'll fix it.” 

Later, while she was sewing, June asked her if she 
wouldn't like to wear Norman’s flowers. She couldn’t, be- 
cause sticking pins in chiffon always ruined it so. But it 
was a shame to waste them. ; 

Kathy felt herself getting hot. ‘“Why don’t you fie them 
in little bunches on your wrist? You know. The way it 
said in that article.”’ 

June looked thoughtful. ‘‘That’s not a bad iflea. You 
don’t think it would seem sort of silly?” 

“Heavens no,”’ Kathy said coldly. ‘You read it in the 
paper, didn’t you?” 

Unhappily she played with the idea of aestioning June. 
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It was a thing Pete had warned her against, pointing out 
the foolishness of it. ‘‘Never,” he’d told her, “let them 
know you suspect anything is between them. There might 
not be, and you wouldn’t want to give her food for thought.” 
He’d said it firmly, in the confident way he had, and pretty 
sound advice it had seemed at the time, too. But—Kathy 
raised her chin defiantly—-it was easy enough for Pete to be 
casual. It wasn’t his worry. Not his little sister. 

“How do you like Norman?” she asked, and almost 
wished she hadn’t. 

June was silent. ‘I said how do you like Norman?” 
Kathy repeated. 

“Oh.”” June twisted her head, bringing her chin around 
to rest on one ruffled shoulder, her eyes lowered, concealed 
in the network of their lashes. “Why,” she asked demurely, 
“do you want him?” Her voice was strung with laughter. 

Like a sudden noise in a quiet place the question made 
Kathy jump violently. Her hand holding the needle 
trembled, so that she stuck it deep into her forefinger. 
Miserably she choked over an anger stronger than she had 
any right to feel. ‘‘What a horrible question,” she blazed. 
“How could you ask such a thing? How could you think it?” 

June was instantly contrite. “I’m sorry. I had no idea. 
Of course I know you and Pete. . .” She hesitated. “Oh, 
my goodness, Kathy,” she said irritably. “I was just 
teasing you. How was I to know it would fuss you so?” 

“Forget it,” Kathy said. She stood up, sucking at her 
injured finger, wondering at herself. No reason for that 
soul-drenching flood of anger. No reason to fly out at June. 
She was very much ashamed. 

June put an arm around her. “Forgiven?” 

“Of course,”’ she tossed her a smile, good humor crink- 
ling at the edges of it. ‘Well, how do you like him?” she 
asked lightly. 

“He strikes me,” June said firmly, “he strikes me as just 
one more answer to a maiden’s prayer.” 

On the other side of the shut door Kathy made a private 
amendment to this. “Just one more wrong answer,” she 
told herself. 

But she was afraid when she went into the living room 
downstairs that her opinion was not going to be shared by 
the rest of the family. She found Norman deep in a 
conversation with her aunt. And there was, she noticed, a 
wholehearted approval in the way Aunt Effie responded 
to him. She was chattering eagerly, Norman’s dark vital 
face turned attentively toward hers. An old-fashioned 
brooch clasped white violets close against her throat. 

Pete kicked Kathy’s ankle gently as she passed with the 
cocktails. ‘‘Will you look at that,” [Continued on page 28} 
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linen handkerchief that her sister June had dropped 

on the stairs, and Kathy’s eyes, so bright, so gay, 

with the tiny lines that clustered at their edges 
because she laughed so much, were dark with worry. 

Pete looked into them soberly. ‘I may not know much 
about young girls,”” he began. 

“No,”’ Kathy said. 

“But if this—what’s his name?” 

“Williams,” she told him. “Norman watch-my-stuff 
Williams.” 

“Well, if this Williams is as bad as. you think, June’s 
bound to see through him sooner or later, and she can chalk 
the whole affair up to experience.” 

“If it doesn’t break her heart, in the meantime,” Kathy 
murmured. 

Pete assumed a philosophic air. ‘Even if it does,” he 
said carefully. “The way I look at it is this. June’s seven- 
teen. At that age having your heart broken two or three 
times is just educational. How else does a girl get experi- 
ence?” 

“I don’t know,” Kathy said. “I didn’t have any. I just 
had you.” 

“Well,” Pete told her, “everyone isn’t lucky like that.” 

“M-m-m,”’ Kathy said. She got up and walked restlessly 
toward the window at one end of the large airy room. 
Against the light that filtered through the grey Venetian 
blind, her figure drooped pathetically. Even her smile, 
slow in coming, had a mournful look. 

Seeing her that way he was swept by a sudden gust of 
tenderness, and he went over and thrust a comforting arm 
through her bare one. “Please, darling,’’ he said. 

“I can’t help it,” Kathy cried. ‘She’s such a baby, and 
there’s this whole week-end before us and I’m responsible.”’ 

“Well,” he stared at her moodily, “there ought to be 
something we could do. Can’t you think of a way to break 
it up?” 

“Maybe,” Kathy murmured. And in the silence that 
followed her face went quite tense with thought. Then all 
at once she laughed. ‘‘Pete,’’ she said. “If we put those two 
in the most irritating, unromantic situation we could think 
of, I don’t believe his charm would last.” 

He looked thoughtful. ‘‘Where’s your situation?” 

“I have it,” she said. ‘We'll do it tomorrow. Now 


listen—” 


i q ATHY’S HANDS were pulling hard at the bit of 


HALF-AN-HOUR later, Kathy paused at the top of the 
narrow closed-in staircase and smiled down at Pete in the 
living room below. He was grand, she thought. So nice. so 


“ALL MY LIFE," SHE SAID, 
“I'VE WANTED SOMEONE 
TALL AND DARK TO TAKE 
ME OUT ON THE PORCH 
ME THINGS 
ABOUT MY HAUNTING EYES. 


Rescue Act 


by CAROLINE VANCE 





understanding. Almost good-looking today, with the soft 
late afternoon sun struggling through his red hair, and his 
shoulders that seemed so bulky and strong in the white 
polo shirt. Happiness held her. She was glad that Pete 
was hers. Glad that his years of interne-ship in the hospital 
were nearly over, and that they could be married in the fall. 
And glad, too, in a sudden burst of sentimentality- 
unexpected, for Kathy’s thoughts didn’t usually run that 
way--that he was the only one she had ever cared for. No 
soft-spoken, romantic looking young men like Norman 
Williams for Kathy. Not on your life! 

Her back made a fine silken arch as she bent over the 
low balustrade. “‘What dress shall I wear tonight?’ she 
asked. 

Pete faltered. “Uh. . . the pink.” 

She grinned at him wickedly. ‘““You mean the one with 
all the little roses and the wide blue bow.” 

“That’s it.” 

Kathy straightened up. “That might get by in some 
places,”’ she told him, “‘but I think it just dumb.” She said 
it quickly, her lips pressed tight to keep from smiling, but 
when she saw the bewilderment in his eyes, she softened. 
“Tt’s all right, darling,” she murmured. “It doesn’t mean 
you won’t make a good surgeon.” 

She was still laughing as she crossed the upper hall that 
led into the bedroom she and June shared. It was too 
much to expect, she told herself, that he’d ever notice 
colors. She had never owned a pink dress in her life. But 
even Pete—she made a little face—shouldn’t have bitten 
on the roses. 

Passing the guest room Kathy paused involuntarily. 
From within she could hear a vigorous splashing of water. 
That would be Norman, she thought. Norman taking his 
shower. And pretty soon the sound of someone moving 
about would mean that he was changing from immaculate 
tweeds into a still more immaculate dinner coat. Ask 
Norman a question like that, and he’d know the answer, all 
right. He’d know, for example, that a girl of her type—all 
tanned with dusky hair and eyes—shouldn’t wear pastels. 
He’d advise the vivid colors she adored—white and red and 
black. She could just hear him. Well—Kathy sighed—all 
that knowledge and intuition was part of the reason she 
didn’t like him. A good part of the reason she was afraid 
of him for June. 

In the bedroom Kathy gathered up her necessities for the 
evening; a handful of tailored silk underwear, a wire hair- 
brush, and her new chalky white crépe. Resolutely she 
turned from her mind all the difficulties of their plan. 
There was no point in dwelling on the thing, she decided. 
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Otto—once a leading man 
for famous stage beauties 
—now a worn-out actor in 
a night watchman's job. But 
one day his chance came. 
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But Otto, stumbling in at dawn, hav- 
ing gone on duty at nine the evening 
before—all he wanted was to clamber 
into bed, sleep until one or two, and 
then make the rounds of the agencies 
for a real job. Of course Otto wouldn’t 
think of clambering in beside his Millie. 
Millie mustn’t be disturbed if Otto 
never got a wink. She must have that 
beauty sleep in the mornings. She must 
look young and fresh when she arrived 
at the hat shop, all set for the day’s 
battle on Broadway with the dubious 
purchasers of hats at $1.89, and up. 

She thought, with satisfaction, of the 
way she could sell hats: and for more 
than the asking price, every time. Her 
boss knew it. Knew that not a day 
went by without Millie’s putting many 
extra dollars into the till from over- 
charges to customers who looked as if 
they could pay. Even though Mr. 
Rosenbloom had to give her as a bonus, 
twenty-five cents of every such hard- 
won dollar, he didn’t object to that. 
He had even jokingly christened such 
fluid deals “the ups.” 

Millie entered the shop with a brisk 
*‘Good morning.”’ Resolutely she thrust 
from her mind the unpleasant thoughts 
engendered by friends who are jobless, 
and broke. 


TWELVE O’CLOCK. Millie stood 
but a moment in the room behind the 
hat store, arranging her own little beret. 
But outside on the pavement, clear of 
the hot swirl of passers-by, Harold 
joined her. The glow she had worked up 
over the sale of eight hats, each at a 
dollar above the regular price, disap- 
peared, leaving in its stead a renewal of 
the morning’s irritation against her new 
friend. 
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Illustrated by 


Ben Soloway 


Harold, charming, callow 
and weak. The petted 
friend of two fine troupers, 
he matched his youth 
against their heartbreak. — 


“Waiting for me, Harold?” 

“Say, Mil, I’ve some news for you.”’ Harold’s voice had 
lost some of its precision; it was hurried and nervous. 

“But, my dear boy, I’m in such a hurry. I have just 
twenty minutes to eat.” 

Harold stood beside her, creasing the brim of a smart 
Panama hat. ‘You won’t be sorry to hear what I have to 
tell you,” he coaxed. 

“Well, come along, walk to the corner with me and tell 
me about it.” 

“Millie, I met Raymond Gaylord this morning.” 

“Raymond Gaylord! You mean—’”’ 

“The same. He’s casting ‘The Stretch of Doom.’ And 
he says he can give me a hundred a week!’’ 

“What kind of a part?’’ Millie demanded, professionally. 

“It’s really only a bit,’’ Harold admitted. ‘And I’ll have 
to make up as a man of sixty. Gaylord said if I did well at 
it, he’d stretch it out—pad it, you know—and give me a 
real chance.” 

Millie was silent. 

“I met him in Montreal, y’know,”’ Harold went on 
talking, “when I was playing stock up there, and—” 

A part in “The Stretch of Doom?” For a man of sixty? 
And Gaylord had known Otto twenty years? “But how,” 
Millie interrupted him suddenly, “‘how is it, at this late 
date, they haven’t a type picked for the convict brother 
part?” 

Harold flushed; Millie had the suspicion that he was 
acutely embarrassed. Surely he wouldn’t lie? No, she 
knew Harold better than that. ‘You see,” he said, “they 
had another man considered for the part. But I’m a good 
salesman, Mil, and Gaylord decided to give me a chance 
att.” 

“Oh!” Of course, Gaylord couldn’t offer the part to 
Otto if it had been practically filled. Harold seemed to 
have just fallen into it. But what an opportunity lost for 
poor Otto! 

“I’m to have my audition,” Harold said hurriedly, “with 
the owners of the show and the author. This afternoon. 
And I thought, if I had a shave, y’know, and a hot towel, 
and a good feed .”’ Harold’s voice was shy in the 
humiliation of asking. 

“How much?” Millie said. 


“Would two dollars—” {Continued on page 97} 
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The haunting record of a strange 


triangle, set at the outside rim of 


the fabulous “Great White Way” 


steady as a girl’s. The mirror confirmed her youth. 

Not a crow’s-foot. Time could pass on, wrinkle 

and mar all of them: Otto, Harold, even Betty, 
puppets heartbreakingly out of jobs on Broadway. So 
long as Millie’s mirror showed her thus radiant, she could 
content herself to be just what she had now become—a 
seller of hats at $1.89, and up. 

“He’s still in bed!’’ Otto’s voice was pitched low as it 
came to her across the tiny living room into the bath, 
asking Millie for help. She peered around the half-closed 
bathroom door, ignoring Otto’s ridiculously youthful 
pyjamas, in which his ageing legs seemed to sag pitifully. 

“Harold! Harold!” She called the name on a rising 
scale. “Otto’s waiting for his bed. You must get up.” 

“All right! In a jiffy. I’m sorry.” And a blonde head 
emerged from the covers of the wall cot, followed by out- 
flung arms and shoulders that suggested beauty beneath 
shabby nightclothes. “Oh, Millie!’ Harold’s was a pleas- 
ing voice, in spite of its pseudo-English, slightly effemin- 
ate accents; and just now it was contrite. “‘Are you ready 
for work? It must be nearly nine. Gracious! I didn’t know 
it was so late.” 

“Well, that doesn’t help any. You know, Harold, after 
one works all night. . .” 

Her husband interrupted, patiently. ‘There, Millie! 
Harold’s up, and I’m going right to sleep. Lord, what a 
tough place to work in that nightclub turned out to be!” 
And Otto fell on the now empty cot, his uncertain figure 
and unshaven face suggesting all of his fifty years. 

Millie snapped the light switch in the bathroom. “I’m 
off,” she said brusquely, glancing at Harold, who was 
wrapping himself in a bathrobe too short by many inches. 
“Now, Harold, you can sleep in Otto’s bed again tonight, 
if you wish. I don’t want you tramping the streets of New 
York, I’m sure. But you simply must get up when he comes 
in at six. He needs that sleep. And I’m too rushed in the 
mornings.” 

“All right, Millie, old girl. I’ll be good. Simply grand of 
you to let me come till I get a job. Saves me from the flop 
joints, anyway.” 

“Well, good-by. See you this evening.” Millie picked 
up gloves, purse and key from a small table near the door. 

“Say, old thing, what about supper?” 

“Oh, supper?” She gave him a questioning glance. her 
hand on the knob. “I believe we’re eating out tonight, 
Harold. Come about ten, won’t you? Sorry. .” Her 
voice trailed off. 

“That’s all right. Just thought I’d ask.” If Harold’s 
laughter sounded a bit artificial, Millie didn’t hear it in her 
anxiety to be on time at the store. 


‘T= LAST touch of powder with fingers that were 





SHE PICKED her way down the stairs, cursing them 
faintly under her breath, resolving, now that Otto had a 
regular job, to force the issue of moving back into the hotel 
where they had lived in better times. They were still tech- 
nically actors. They could get a rate, perhaps, from the 
Grand Palace. And a hotel, it seemed to Millie, even a 
second-rate hotel, was preferable to this place with its 
three long flights of stairs, its smelly entrance, its fur store 
on the ground floor, the furriers gazing at her ankles, and 
leering none too secretly. 

Her black dress. Sunday night length, grazed each step 
as she descended to the street level. It was a cheap copy 
of a French model and it suited her very well, she knew. 
The black hat poised rakishly over the white hair and fair 
skin, the pearls at the throat, the sheer hose and pink nails, 
all went to complete an ensemble indicative of what the 
smart shop girls were wearing. And she knew she didn’t 
look a day over thirty-three; not in that hat, anyway. 

Pleased with herself, Millie walked briskly along Forty- 
fourth Street. The stale smells of last night lingered in 
the August air, but she didn’t notice them. New York, 
with its smells, its noises, its total indifference to whether 
such as she lived or died, was her dish. She loved it. 

So if a faint frown limned her forehead, it was not caused 
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Wide World Photograph. 


Millie knew the glitter of 
Broadway — and the bit- 
terness of standing before 
its closed doors. But she 
still dreamed dreams of 
what might be ahead. 


by her beloved city. But there certainly were limits to 
which one should have to go for one’s friends. Out of a job 
now three months, and for the last week or more com- 
pletely out of funds, Harold was becoming a problem. His 7 . 
actor friends had been none too sympathetic, once he was ‘ 
completely down and out. So he had been glad to spend 

the evenings with her. But why couldn’t he come in around 

ten (after having supper with that conceited and just now 

prosperous Gene Gates), and keep her company, drinking 

coffee and playing pinochle until one or two? Then she 

could go comfortably and safely to bed in her own little 

cupboard of a room, and Harold could go comfortably and 

economically to bed in the living room on Otto’s bed-couch. 

Goodness knows there was no room for scandal; everyone 

who knew them realized Harold wasn’t a bit concerned 

about women. And he was only twenty-five against her— 

But she didn’t ever think through, nowadays, to the actual 

year of her own age. Harold was interesting to women, 

though; almost as much so as another woman, and not 

nearly so catty. He could give one graceful compliments, . 

arrange a lamp-table-chair group bewitchingly, run out for 

milk and biscuits, or mix a cocktail—all swiftly, surely, o 
deftly and willingly. Millie’s frown relaxed a little as she : 
thought of Harold’s gossiping, pleasant companionship. 
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A spectacular meeting between 


little Manon and the brilliantly 


Bhs 
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beautiful Sari features another 
dramatic chapter in this enthrall- 


ing novel of these modern times 


grin that somehow managed to convey triumph, contempt and down- 
right malevolence and still remain a perfectly polite, innocuous grin. 

Upstairs, Corabelle was demanding of Manon, “‘But what does he 
mean. . . coming here at this hour!” 

“He wants to see me.” 

“Maybe he’s not coming to the party at all. I’ll bet that’s it. I'll 
bet Sari wouldn’t let him.” This was serious, since it was at this party 
that Manon was to launch her campaign against her rival. “But what 
does he want to see you about? That chateau, I bet. This is Sari’s 
doings.” 

They looked at each other, puzzled and alarmed; two generals 
whose plans had miscarried, whose hope of victory was threatened by 
the enemy’s unexpected strategy. 

Manon said, whitely. “I may as well go down and see what he 
does want.” 

“Listen, whatever it is, you stall, dearie. And for goodness sake, 
brace up. He’s here, isn’t he? That’s something—that’s a lot.” She 
took hold of Manon’s shoulders and shook her gently. ‘“‘Now’s your 
chance to let him see you’re alive. Play him along—whatever you 
do, don’t make any promises about that chateau—just stall—and 
make him stay for the party whether he wants to or not. You can, 
if you go at it right. This is your big chance, dearie. Don’t muff it!’ 

But Manon was not at all sure that she would not muff her big 
chance now that it had come. It had come so differently than they 
had planned. As they had planned it, it would have been so much 
easier; fortified by convivial throngs, the lights and laughter and 
genial clamor of a party providing an effective and dramatic back- 
ground for her, it was thus she had planned to execute the coup 
d’essai of her campaign. But to go down now to Leigh, before the 
stage was set, to “play him along”’ in cold blood—her heart sank at 
the prospect. She had, she knew, no histrionic gifts, little talent for 
dissimulation. But—‘“‘this is your big chance, don’t muff it! Let him 
see that you’re alive.” 

Manon started down the spiral wrought-iron staircase leading to 
the lower regions of the duplex. The long skirt of her new costume 
trailed behind her, and the tall heels of her silver sandals sounded a 
dainty clip-clip on the stairs. There was some comfort in the know- 
ledge that she looked every inch the part she was scheduled to play. 
From the puffed sleeves of its foolish little snug-fitting jacket to the 
tip of the pointed train on its sweeping black satin skirt, that costume 
was the acme of insouciance. 

Both men came toward her as she crossed the long living room, 
as she said, “Hello, Leigh,” in as light and casual a voice as she 
could muster. 

“Hello, there!” he said. ‘“You are becoming exclusive these days! 
I’ve been trying since yesterday morning to get you on the phone.” 

“So sorry, but I’ve been out shopping most of the time.” 

“And time well spent, if you ask me,”’ Henry said. 

“Yes, indeed, if that swanky outfit is any criterion,”’ Leigh 
replied, but he sounded a little insincere and hurried on at once. 
*‘I—there’s something rather important I wanted to speak to you 
about, Manon,” and stopped and looked somewhat pointedly at 
Henry. 

“I can take a hint,” Henry said and glanced at his wrist-watch. 
“But you mustn’t keep her too long. You can’t tell, somebody might 
be on time today and we can’t ring up the curtain without our guest 

of honor.” He smiled on Manon. “Better 
take him into the library, darling.” 


LETTING YOURSELF BE Manon took Leigh into the library and 
TAKEN IN BY LITTLE closed the door and leaned against it. He 
ELSIE DINSMORE HERE!" hadn’t really looked at her, hadn’t even 
SHRIEKED SARI. "SHE'S noticed the dress, didn’t know even now that 


A LITTLE HYPOCRITE!" she was alive. {Continued on page 89} 








Approach 


to Love 


by REITA LAMBERT 


for her party. They very simply announced that 

Madame Corabelle Ventori would be At Home from 

five until seven-thirty on a stipulated afternoon and 
that the addressee was invited “To meet Miss Manon Benafit.” 
The very first card was sent to Leigh Hastie. 

Corabelle adored parties. The woman who, twenty years 
before, had patched her broken soles with cardboard and hung 
witchlike over steaming beauty potions in the midnight silence 
of her shabby kitchen, now telephoned her florist and told 
him, “Listen, Bill, I’m giving a party tomorrow and I want 
some flowers—you know, something springlike—tulips and 
daffodils—what? Oh, well, you fix the place up, will you?” 
She ordered her canapés and extra help with the same lavish 
ease and, at the last moment, she thought of Felix Adamric. 
Felix, she informed Manon, was simply wonderful. “He plays 
one of these piano keyboard accordions. He’s swell.” Mr. 
Adamric was the current fad and very expensive, but Cora- 
belle only said, “Say, Felix, I’m having a party tomorrow. 
Come along up and do your stuff for us.”” When Corabelle 
gave a party she gave a party. 

Leigh made it a point to arrive early. He arrived so early 
in fact that neither his hostess nor her guest of honor was ready 
to receive him. Henry and the extra man were in the living 
room filling the cigarette and match boxes, when he was 
announced. 

“Hello, there, Hastie!” 

“How are you, Henry?” 

The two young men had never been friends, though on 
meeting they greeted each other civilly enough. Today, how- 
ever, they were both aware of a subtle change in the quality 
of their relationship. Circumstances had forced them into an 
intimacy which neither of them would have courted, which 
both of them resented. Neither offered to shake hands. They 
regarded each other across half the length of Corabelle’s 
modernistic living room with politely veiled hostility. 

Leigh said, ‘‘I came early because I’d like to have a word or 
two with Manon before the party breaks, if I may.” 

Henry turned to the extra man. “Harvey, romp upstairs 
and tell Miss Benafit that Mr. Hastie is waiting to see her, 
will you?” He said to Leigh, “Sit down. She’ll be along in a 
minute, I expect. Smoke?” 

“Thanks!” Leigh lit a cigarette but did not sit down. 
Henry continued to shake cigarettes out of their paper packets 
into teakwood boxes and hollow bronze elephants and minia- 
ture gondolas. The room was all abloom with flowers; great 
sheafs of dogwood and cherry blossoms, tulips and jonquils. 
Though the sun still shone, the heavy heliotrope drapes had 
been drawn close across the long windows and the lights 
turned on—at Corabelle’s request. Corabelle knew that noth- 
ing could be crueller to women—especially to slightly over- 
weight women of forty-seven—than the sun. 

Leigh asked carelessly: ‘Expecting a big crowd?” 

“You never know what to expect at one of mother’s binges. 
She’s likely to send out a hundred cards and then tell a hundred 
other people to drop in.” 

Leigh flicked his half-smoked cigarette into the fireplace. 
He said dryly, “‘Well, that’s one way of making sure of a 
crowd.” 

“Yeah,” Henry drawled. “And the other way is having an 
added attraction like a beautiful heiress around.” 

Leigh shrugged, said ‘True enough,” and turned to study 
one of Corabelle’s modernistic paintings. It was not much of 
a painting, but it was better than Henry Ventori’s gnome-like 


(Cer er ar had her printers run off a hundred cards 
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soup gladdens 
the appetite’ 


TUNE IN a 
HOLLYWOOD HOTEL | 
S:arring 


DICK POWELL 
Fridays, 9-10 P.M. 


| Ss irssolp something about Campbell’s Tomato _— most popular soup in the world. 
(E.D S. Time) | 


Soup that brings a happy glow to appetites As a first course to luncheon or dinner, 
every time you serve it. Campbell’s Tomato Soup is a cheerful intro- 

Its pleasing ruddy color is positively an duction to the substantial dishes that follow. 
invitation to eat. And who can resist the It brightens the meal in a manner all its own, 
distinctive taste—the sparkling tomato purée, and is a particular favorite with children—and 
further enriched with finest creamery butter. that says everything for its fine flavor. 
No one, other than Campbell’s chefs, has been Serve it tomorrow and hear them praise it. 
able to duplicate the truly unique flavor of — Enjoy it also as Cream of Tomato— prepared 
Campbell’s Tomato Soup—a flavor so exclu- _ by adding milk. Completely ready to serve in 
sive and outstanding as to have made this the __ no time at all. 









Columbia Network 
Coast to Coast 
CFRB Toronto 


21 kinds to choose from.. Asparagus, Bean, Beef, Bouillon, Celery, Chicken with rice, 
Clam Chowder, Consommé, Julienne, Mock Turtle, Mulligatawny, Cream of Mushroom, Mutton, 
Noodle with chicken, Ox Tail, Pea, Pepper Pot, Scotch Broth, Tomato, Vegetable, Vegetable-Beef 


whl, Tomato Soup 


MADE IN CANADA BY THE CAMPBELL SOUP COMPANY LTD, NEW TORONTO, ONTARIO 


Look FOR THE 
RED-AND-WHITE LABEL 
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SHE TURNED AND LOPED 
DOWN THE LANE TOWARDS 
HOME AGAIN, MISERABLY 
CRESTFALLEN AND TERRIFIED 


MUGS, THE VALIANT 


IIlustrated by Elizabeth MacPherson 


by JAMES HOPPER 


of Drag of Distinction); properly plucked, sheared, 

curried, brushed and combed, she would have 

looked like a toy whittled angularly out of white 
wood, and might well have taken ribbon at bench show. 
But the family to which she belonged was a free and easy 
clan. They had let her become a round ball of tangled fluff 
and burr, and they called her Mugs. Mugs—that was the 
syllable which pierced to her heart, which wagged her tail 
and made her little shoe-button eyes shine. 

Today, uneasiness her. Something untoward 
was taking place. Since morning the members of the family 
had rushed about. They’d have things in their arms which 
they picked up from one place and set down in another. 
They charged through doors as through tissue paper; they 
left them open behind; there wasn’t a closed door in the 
long rambling house. They threw things into boxes. Box 
covers slammed. 

Uneasiness possessed her. She had given up her regular 
and delicious morning stroll. It led by the garbage can of 
the Smiths, up the hill by the garbage can of the Jones, 
along the ridge by the garbage can of the Browns and ended 
across the canyon in the Delancey yard, just in time to 
snitch the breakfast of the Delancey cat. 

She had given up the delectable rounds: she was sticking 
close. For a while she would lie flat, watching, her chin on 
the floor; then, her anxiety rising, would start pattering 
after the busy heels. “Look at Mugs,” said the lady of the 
house. “You'd think she knew. . .” 

Mugs understood only that her name had sounded. She 


| ‘ ER REGISTERED NAME was Desert Storm (out 


wagged her tail. In the midst of her own concern, she 
remembered that humans need constantly this reassurance. 
They were always drooping, those humans. You must 
bolster them up with your tail. ‘I’m all right,” you wagged 
“You're all right. Everything is all right.” 

But everything was not right. Certainly something was 
brewing. She had a dim memory that all this had hap- 
pened once before, followed by some black unpleasantness, 
but she could not remember what that was. 

She galloped down to the garage, for here also was some- 
thing ominous taking place. Master-with-the-big-voice had 
not gone away this morning as usual; here he was at the 
garage with the car. He had fed all of its many small 
mouths out of a kettle with a long, thin nose, and now he 
was giving it a bath, he was showering it with a hose, a big 
sponge in hand. He said ‘Hello Mugs!’’ but his mind was 
not on Mugs. 


She watched him for a moment, But now something 
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might be happening at the house. She ran back to the 
house. The signs there were disturbing. All morning Little- 
Boss-with-the-Pants and Little-Boss-with-the-Skirts had 
failed to come out to play. Now she could hear they had 
been herded into the bathroom. A great running and slosh- 
ing of waters was going on in there, above little smothered 
protesting squeals. 

But her divided misgivings sent her to the garage again, 
then once there, scurrying back to the house. She trotted 
to the garage, she trotted back to the house, she could not 
stay in place. 


ANXIETY WAS devouring her heart. Little-Boss-with- 
the-Pants and Little-Boss-with-the-Skirts now came out 
into the garden, but a glance and a sniff told Mugs the 
depressing truth. They were fixed up Taboo. They had on 
their shining clothes, the hair of Little-Pants was wet and 
slick, the hair of Little-Skirts was wet and curled, their 
legs smelled of soap. Taboo. No running around and 
around with bright voices answering joyous barks. No 
nibblings at shoe laces. No leapings up with long tongue 
seeking soft cheek. No standing up with paws on small 
chest and dog eves looking into Little-Boss eves. No 
noisy, rollicking dog and child games. ; 

Little Pants looking subdued, Little Skirts looking as if 
she had swallowed a mouse, sagely sat down side by side 
on the bench and placed their hands on their laps. Mugs, 
against hope, moved close and gave the hand of Little 
Skirts a small lick. The hand flew high into the air. “Mugs! 
Go ’way. You'll get me all dirty.” {Continued on page 57} 
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Sparkling Tonite 
lor the 


Highly ( ‘onlagious 


MAY FEVER 


@ Splashing the early summer scene with the 
pert color of a bed of Ingersoll tulips. The 
tailored frock, top left, is of Chartreuse wool, 
with sleeveless coat. Panel, pocket and cuff 
pleatings and quaint peasant embroidery are 
smart touches. 


®@ Vividly young is the jaunty sports outfit, 
in chocolate brown antelope combined with 
tweed in brown and grey check. Antelope 
panels the jacket top, and the skirt is fan 
pleated for added freedom. 


@ Glamorous and practical — this summer 
evening dress patterned in white palm leaves 
trailing lazily over a sky blue background. Of 
fine linen, it is slightly en train. 


Castumes and madels by caurtesy the Rakert Simpeon Co, Lid, Terente 
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wits ends 
af Polishin, 
ond i 


my husband said... 


Helen, you keep this 
sink as smooth and 
polished as a billiard 
ball..whats the trick? 


and I said... 


- There’ s no trick in 
Bon Ami Bee but it . If ie think your sink looks glossy now, just see the Some housewives prefer the Cake 


difference one can of Bon Ami will make! You’ll 


| is wonderful how see a polish such as you’ve never seen before... a 


... others the Powder...and ma ny 


sparkling lustre that makes you wish you had started always use both! 
| using Bon Ami long ago. You'll wish this all the more 

ace SO ite when you find how quickly Bon Ami cleans . . . how MADE IN CANADA 
thoroughly it removes every particle of dirt... how 
smooth and unscratched it leaves the surface. Try Bon 
Ami—you’ll find it better for all household cleaning. 


|B On) Ami “hasnt scratched yell! ; 









EEARNS ABOUT THE 
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A 5 a newspaperwoman (says Miss Goode) I’m paid for noticing the things going on about 
town. Now, one of the things I've seen going ’round-and-round here for many a week is Gordon Sinclair's 
sporty Pontiac Cabriolet. Truth is, it got to kind of preying on my woman’s curiosity. So I decided that 
if | ever was going to find out if the car performed as well as it looks —I might as well follow my own 
professional news-nose and tax this Pontiac’s noted owner-traveller-author himself for the newsworthy 


fact. That, readers, is how this correspondence from Goode-to-Sinclair-to-Goode happened to come about. 





LARGE 
sT 
MORNING Cire 
YLATIG 
N 


Che Hesiy ind Empine 


9 ” TORONTO,Canana 


February 27, lose 






2 
vere - 
A 4n> 
ne 
nu 0 e* 
yyot tor IS ee® 
& 4° 6 
eo vd oP of ene” . 
or a a 43 ys 
on 3 
23° ot Sa yo 
mee 


Coed 
Ew 


SOPHIE GOODE 
























oe of the popular | 
top-Talk” column in 
the Maii and Empire + 
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pear Miss Goode, 
s for your cneery query about the Pontiac «ss 
: aN pelongs to my wife@e 
not Gordon 
* 


salaam 
ot mines 
fair excuse tor 


only that Pon 
Tre GeS- k ras for Gladys» 
gincleirs put the initials give me a 
sneaking the car at the first oppor tunity 
As to the hard cold facts, n begin to List 

theme you'd better come for see for yourself - 

Think uP & bumpy road then me'll 2° over that and snow . 
you easy riding #5 ® startere tren I just how 

i ar will 6° on a single gallor 

get @ plue paper for cuddling ®& fire plué- 

through. The 13th letter and the 1th — 
s the personal ju ju of the clan sinclairs always 


yours sincerely» 
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@ THE MorraT ELEctRIC RANGE is a challenge to your own inborn 
good sense. For the Moffat Range appeals irresistibly to the woman 
who buys on facts. Behind its lustrous beauty is an assembly of 
construction, engineering and convenience features absolutely 
unparalleled in the history of electric cooking. 
The Moffat Electric Range combines a// the features shown in the 
Moffat Value-Check Card reproduced here. You will find it wise and 
profitable to read this card. It will help you to buy your range on 
facts—to compare Moffat with any other—to note the extra strength 
of construction— the innumerable thoughtful devices created by 
Moffat Laboratory to rob cooking of its handicaps and substitute 
- years of carefree kitchen hours 
° It paysto buy your range on facts—to see that the range which must 
serve you so long has every feature to make that service possible. 
MOFFATS LIMITED, WESTON, ONTARIO 
‘ New Moffat Cook-Quik Manufacturers of Moffat Electric Ranges and Moffat Electric Refrigerators 
Element . . . Quickest 
mee, element made 
Moffat Even-Heat Oven... ++ exclusive Lustreloy 
one piece... no loose fittings finish, 
. super - insulated . 
Steam-tight oven door. 
ifs Ton ELECTRIC RANGES 
Cant ene 
ependable .. all 1 2s . ° . 
sibility 7 Finished Groughout in porcelain enamel... matched in color 
> schemes . . . Moffat Electric gonges and Moffat Electric 
Refrigerators provide perfect color harmony in your kitchen. 
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WE SAW HAPPY, ADOPTED CHILDREN 
IN THE HOMES OF MANY FRIENDS. 





Could a woman make everyone——even her 


Editor’s Note: The facts as revealed by 
this writer, who for obvious reasons must 
remain anonymous, have been carefully 
checked. It’s a true story from life— 
stranger than any fiction—the story 
behind one very happy Canadian home. 


IMMY IS an adopted child. 
But nobody knows it. He came 
from the Department of Child Welfare branded an 
“illegitimate.”” Yet our friends think he has my nose 
and my husband’s smile, and his grandparents see their 
own traits developing in him every day. His adoption 
papers are sealed in the government vaults, but his birth 
certificate, indicating that he is flesh of our flesh, is in the 
family strong box. 

It’s the greatest deception a childless, maternal-hearted 
woman could conceive. And it has worked. 

At first my husband and I thought it was a wild and 
impossible thing—this idea of taking a baby from birth, 
giving it our name and acting the falsehood of its arrival. 
After years of marriage, during which no child had come 
into our lives, we decided on adoption. But we knew that 
to mention such a thing to either of our parents would 
bring a storm of protest. We didn’t want our baby to be 
met by prejudice from those who knew the story of its 
birth, or to be unloved by relatives who were sure to be 
against the idea. We counselled long and thoughtfully. 
After much counting of cost and sacrifice we found our- 
selves more eager than ever to take any risk involved. 

The scheme we hit upon seemed to promise satisfaction to 
relatives, friends, ourselves and the child who was to be 
ours. For intrigue, delicate manipulation of wires and high- 
class deception it put international diplomats in the brick- 
laying class. Or so we felt when we ventured forth on it. 

Three happy, healthy, well-trained children in one 
family-by-adoption of our acquaintance offered a splendid 
example. The parents, in ordinary circumstances, told us 
they had adopted their babies from the Provincial Welfare 
Department of the Government, which cares for orphans 
and neglected children. The subnormal child, or one with 
tainted parentage, is not offered for adoption. Those who 
will make stalwart, useful citizens—if you could see Tommy 
now at his sand-pile in the yard!—are placed in homes for 
a probation pericd, at the end of which time both parents 
and government must be satisfied with the family relation- 


mother—bhelieve an adopted child was her 


own? Here's the true story of one who did 


ship. Then birth certificates are awarded to parents. The 
Government provides all necessary legal machinery and 
pays all expenses entailed. Baby arrives debt-free, dainty 
in little white garments, and brave with ribbons! 

So we went to the Department, timidly outlining our 
plan for the Great Deception. They agreed after long dis- 
cussion, and we “picked’”’ our baby three months before 
birth. The child was of excellent descent and would have 
every prenatal chance for a fine, wholesome life. The 
Wasserman test had been taken of the parents to prove the 
absence of disease in the blood stream. 

Next came the doctor. Could we win him to a part in 
our amazing scheme? He was our good friend, as well as 
physician, and although he was very sceptical as to the 
feasibility of the idea, he agreed to keep the secret and lend 
his aid. There was, as he pointed out, one difficulty. That 
was the period of probation required by the government. 
A second trip was made to the Department of Child Wel- 
fare, and on the doctor’s recommendation it was agreed 
that this should be waived in our case. We knew, now, that 
we must “make good” as parents, and we couldn’t send our 
baby back. It was beginning to look like a serious under- 
taking. 

When we returned home I commenced, without a twinge 
of conscience, to make those significant tiny garments, 
leaving them carelessly about the house for any chance 
callers to see. Soon wise heads began to nod and tongues 
started wagging. Being of a large build, I carried myself 
carelessly, and it was confided in secret from one friend to 
another that I was “expecting.” I talked about it with my 
dearest friend, and confided that we were looking forward 
to the arrival of our baby in the fall. It soon became a 
known fact in our own circle, and before long friends were 
sewing and knitting and planning baby showers. 

As the time of my “confinement” drew near, the prob- 
lem of a hospital arose, but was disposed of by the doctor, 
who arranged that I would go to a private nursing home 


where the woman in charge was known 
to him, and was absolutely dependable 
and close-mouthed. 


WHEN THE Great Day arrived, and 
the birth of our baby had taken place, 
I was notified. My husband had a busi- 
ness engagement out of town, so we 
agreed that he should keep it; then be 
called back hastily by telephone. He left early in the day. 
Later I confided to friends whom I happened to telephone 
that I was not feeling very well. As they knew the time 
was drawing near, more than one suggested I should go to 
the hospital before night, especially since my husband was 
away. 

In the evening, without giving anyone very definite 
information, I went to the nursing home to which, under 
cover of darkness, “the stork’’ had brought my baby. The 
doctor, of course, was notified, and was in attendance before 
the evening was over. My husband was recalled and 
arrived back in town just before midnight. 

While I sat in the bedroom, watching the tiny morsel of 
humanity which was now mine, I listened to him telephone 
the news to his mother and mine, both of whom, fortun- 
ately, lived some distance away. I’m sure no father’s voice 
ever rang with greater pride and joy, or more intense relief. 

For two weeks I stayed in the nursing home, spending 
most of the time in bed. Friends called and compared their 
experiences with mine. The doctor paid regular calls to 
keep up appearances, and to look after the baby who, of 
course, from the very first was brought up on the bottle. 
Many and heated were the arguments as to whom he 
resembled. Aunt Jane saw him as the image of his daddy. 
Martha felt that he was the “dead spit’’ of me. I can recall 
but one person who failed to find a strong family resemb- 
lance. 

Whoever he resembles, or whatever he inherits from his 
ancestors, our Tommy is now a cheerful and mischievous 
cherub of two years. We have the paper certifying to his 
birth as Thomas Norman White on August 2, 1933, to 
John and Mary White. It is here for all to see and gives 
away no secrets. The legal papers of adoption which were 
placed in our hands, we burned with great satisfaction, for 
the certificate is full proof of parentage, and the only record 
we wish to keep. 

So our impossible scheme was a [Continued on page 49} 
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A NEW-TYPE CAMERA...a special film...make home movies possible at the lowest 
cost ever. A twenty-five foot roll of Ciné-Kodak Eight Film runs as long on the screen 
as 100 feet of amateur standard home movie film. The Eight makes 20 to 30 movie 
“shots” —each as long as the average scene in the news reels—on a roll of film costing 


$2.50, finished, ready to show, Ciné-Kodak Eight is small, sturdy—costs but $39.50, 


Ciné-Kodak Eight 


« « e home movies at less than 10¢ a scene 


support the family 


HE can’t afford an expensive 

hobby—there are too many 
places where her money must go 
...too many necessities that 
come before pleasures. 

But she has a most fascinating 
hobby —home movies. And it fits 
well within her budget, thanks to 
the development of a new type of 
camera and film. 

Ciné-Kodak Eight lets people 
with modest incomes in on the 
fascinating sport of home movies. 
Now—exciting action records cost 
but a few cents a scene. And, 
from the first, they're as easy to 
make as snapshots. 

See Ciné-Kodak Eight and the 
pictures it makes at your dealer’s 
today. It’s the camera you've been 


waiting for . . . Eastman Kodak 
In Canada “Kodak” is the registered 


trade mark and sole property of ... 


Canadian Kodak Co., Limited, Toronto. 
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‘Marriage - young love - lonely 
old age-all involve disturbing 
problems. Month b y month 


Chatelaine’s Counsellor will 


discuss the art of 
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Getting Along Together 


OBLEMS! They cling to our lives like ugly 
barnacles, making us uncomfortable, unhappy—and 
often desperate. For many years, Canadians in 
trouble with their families, with their friends, with 

themselves, have turned to the Counsellor. For the first 
time he reaches out to thousands who are not close enough 
to consult him personally, and begins this month to respond 
to those who seek his advice, through Chatelaine. Some of 
the most vital problems, appear this month, with the 
Counsellor’s advice. 


My mother has been dead for three years and there are three 
of us at home, John is 14, Edward 18, and I am 20. My father 
has been paying attention to a woman we all dislike, and we 
have heard rumors that he will marry her. Our mother’s 
memory is sacred in this house. Do you think we should talk 
the matter over with him So far we have refused to stay in the 
house when the woman comes. 

Do you think you have an honest right to interfere in 
your father’s affairs—unless the woman is of questionable 
character? You can cherish the memory of your mother 
and no one can destroy your memory. But if you attempt 
to dictate to your father, you must consider this: Are you 
prepared to make the sacrifice of remaining with him for 
the rest of his days, and assure him of a home after the 
children are married and gone? To be very practical: 
If you leave, where are you going? What permanent plan 
have you for wee John’s future? 


Two Sisters and a Man 


My older sister has been going with a boy for three years, 
and their engagement was more or less taken as a matter of 


course, although there was nothing definite. Now he has called 
me al my office two or three times and invited me out. I like 
him very much. Do you think it would be unfair for me to go? 

Might it not be wise to lead gently up to the matter with 
your sister before accepting an invitation from her “beau”? 
Perhaps she has told him she is no longer interested in his 
attentions. On the other hand, you may cause her great 
unhappiness to please a passing whim. Besides, there’s 
every possibility that he will waste your time for three 
years and then jump to your girl friend. Go slowly, would 
be my advice. 


Parties and Adolescence 


All the other girls at high school that I know are allowed to 
go to parties and shows with boys, and don’t have to be in early. 
Don’t you think my parents are unfair in making me come 
in by ten o'clock and nol allowing me to go anywhere to dance 
except to the homes of friends they know? Nobody will take 
me oul soon, 

If you’re seen at every public dance hall, you’re quite 
right in saying “Nobody will take me out soon.” Your 
parents are simply offering you the protection you are 
entitled to from them. If your dancing is confined to private 
and school dances with occasional Saturday evening visits 
to a reputable hotel with a group of friends, then boys 
worth while will be proud to be seen with you. 


Secret Marriage 


Mary and I are deeply in love. If we marry, she must give 
up her position, and I have but a small income. We can see no 
immediate hope of there being any change. Do you think we 


are wrong in planning to be united by a secret marriage? 

The first thing I would advise you to do, young man, is 
to stiffen up your backbone and turn your energy into your 
work. Other young men have been known to go at things 
with a new drive, which brought results, when they wanted 
to be married. Remember, there is always danger of Mary 
losing her respect for you if you don’t look after your own 
household. Is Mary going to go on working after the little 
ones come? Custom has for generations made a wedding a 
matter of public interest. There is a sense of resentment 
and misunderstanding often when a secret marriage takes 
place. It is advisable only under very special circumstances. 


When Marriage Fails 


My wife and I have very little interest in common. We 
would like to go our separate ways, but we have two children 
aged five and seven. Should we continue to live together, even 
though we can’t agree, for the sake of the children? Wouldn't 
they be better off if we did separate? We know they are 
conscious of our unfriendliness and dislike. But do you think, 
in spite of that, that it’s more important for us to keep up the 
farce of a home? 

When a doctor is called to see a patient, one of his first 
jobs is to find the cause of the illness. Look back and try to 
remember when you first discovered that your interests 
were so different. Who has been giving you your advice? 
Is there another man or woman concerned in this in any 
way? A little concentrated study of your home problem, 
such as you would give some difficult job at the office, might 
repay you in a new basis of understanding and compati- 
bility. Your family is your biggest asset and I advise you 
to protect it. {Continued on page 63} 
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a specially imported orchestra from Mont 

real contrived to weave its own magic 
about them, so that she felt her stiffness 
vanishing. She was too much a lover of 
music and rhythm to let even her antagon- 
ism for Norman interfere with the pleasure 
of dancing with him. For pleasure it was. 
Pete danced well. But there was more 
than mere competence here. Under the 
smooth, even steps, she felt a heady kin 

ship with the music. Delight poured 
through her, as they traced the pattern ofa 
waltz. 

Then as the music trickled into silence, 
he danced her straight through an open 
French window and on to the broad 
terrace that faced the sea. She stood, 
leaning back against a stone pillar, her 
breath quickened from the exercise, very 
conscious that his eyes were searching hers. 

Norman lit a cigarette; he said a little 
unsteadily. “If I’d guessed you could 
dance like that—-we’ve never really known 
each other before, have we?” 

She didn’t answer but frowned instead. 
A tremulous frown that did not make her 
face look harsh. 

He bent forward. ‘‘Kathy, your eves are 
lovely—so terribly bright.” 

“It’s because of the moon on them,”’ she 
said quickly. “It makes them look that 
way. They’re not usually.” 

“It’s because you’re excited,” he told 
her. 

Kathy laughed at that. Somewhere in 
the back of her mind she could hear herself 
telling Pete: ‘“‘You should have seen me, 
darling. Out on the terrace, with the 
moon and all. And Norman trying to 
flatter me. Me! Imagine.”’ 

Aloud she said, ‘“‘“How nice. All my life 
I’ve wanted someone tall and dark to take 
me out on the porch and tell me things 
about my eyes. And here you are!’ She 
shook her head slowly. “I bet you were a 
boy scout once. You know! One good 
deed a day.” 

He reddened. “It’s a cinch you weren’t 
burdened that way.” 

“No, I wasn’t,”” Kathy said. She moved 
abruptly. ‘I’m going in.” 

“Wait,” he commanded, and then before 
she knew what was happening he had put 
his hand beneath her chin and turned her 
face until the moonlight struck full across 
it. “You're . . . beautiful,’’ he said slowly. 
“T didn’t realize it before.” 

“I’m not; June is, but no one’s ever said 
that about me.” 

“Then it’s time you heard.” 

Storming, she turned on him. ‘You're 
treating me just as you did Aunt Effie. You 
didn’t mean a word of what you said to 
her. You don’t with me 


“Don’t I?’’ Norman’s voice was low. He 
reached over and grasped her hand, held 
it tight between his strong, even fingers 
“What’s the matter with you, Kath 
Why don’t you ever want to hear nice 
things believe them? If you weren't 
so dead set on being hard-boiled, you’d see 
that her poetry isn’t bad. Sentimental. 
perhaps, but with something very endeat 
ing about it. If you weren’t so insistent on 
not being beautifu ’’ He smiled at 
her. ‘“You’d have heard it long before 
this.” 

She looked down at their locked hands, 
and then over her shoulder to the bright 
ballroom. In one minute she would pull 
her hand away and go back there. Back 
to Pete. 

“There’s just a possibility you may be 
right,” she told him slowly. ‘The first 
part, I mean.” 

He laughed triumphantly. ‘An admis- 
sion -oh, Kathy, you are nice,”’ he said, 
and then all his gaiety vanished and a 
deeper note was substituted. “‘Isn’t therea 
possibility we were both wrong . about 
each other?” 

Inexplicably her heart seemed almost to 
turn over in her breast. ‘“‘What do you 
mean?” she asked. 

He hesitated. “I’m a cad to say it 

“Go on,”’ she whispered. 

He leaned closer. ‘Don’t you realize 
why we pretended to be enemies?” 

Kathy’s eyes were luminous, half-fright- 
ened, she could hardly bear to raise them; 
Norman put his arm around her. “Because 
if we didn’t hate each other, we might 
begin to care.” 

“Oh, no,”’ she blazed. She pulled herself 
away. “That’s absurd. You’ve forgotten 
about Pete.’’ In a burst of remorse she 
said, “I’m going back to him now.” 

For answer he smiled. ‘Then you are 
afraid.” 

She hesitated, parted her lips to speak 
and fell silent. From an open window 
drifted the sound of someone singing: 


” 


“What is this thing called love, 
This funny thing called love?” 


The song with its sweetness and its 
cheapness hung lightly on the air, drawing 
majesty from the beauty and mystery of 
the summer night. 

She couldn’t look at him. 

“Then vou are afraid,” 
peated. 

Her answer blurred into the soft thud- 
ding of the sea. “‘Yes,’’ she whispered. 


Norman re- 


LYING IN bed the next morning, Kathy 
looked into the facts squarely. Facts that 
{Continued on page 60} 





HEPATICAS COME DRIFTING DOWN LIKE SNOW 


Early risers, these little white blossoms, shading to purple. They grow in small 
clusters, with no leaves, in the deep woods. 


Dreaming about spring, there, beneath the earth, for a long time, so eager to show 
their faces. Sisters to the blossoms Richard LeGallienne loved so — remember 
"There is much music underground, said the snowdrop under the snow." 











SEE THAT MAN, 
MOLLIE—! BET HE'S 
KNOWN AS THE 
LITTLE GRAY MOUSE. 


“Aw, Honey, I've never met your 
father—how'd I know? Besides, it’s 
not his fault if his shirts look gray— 
who washes them so badly?’’ 

“My mother does—and goodbye!” 


“Pshaw, we'll patch that up. My own 
washes used to have tattle-tale gray— 
and it wasn’t my fault. The trouble 
was left-over dirt. Tell your girl her 
mother ought tochange to Fels-Naptha 
as I did. That golden soap is so full of 
naptha that every bit of dirt goes." 





TOMMY BAKER, YOU'RE 
AWFUL. THAT‘S MY 
FATHER—AND DON'T 

EVER TALK TO ME AGAIN. 





“Heavens above, who bit you, Son?’ 
“My girl did! I made a crack about 
her father’s dingy shirts—then I said 
her mother didn’t wash ‘em right— 
and now I've got the gate!"’ 


_ FEW WEEKS LATER 


Sy 





“Say! Looks like we're going to have 
a wedding soon."" 

“Sh-h-h! He may be calling you 
‘Dad’—but he'll never call you ‘gray 
mouse’ again. Since he tipped us off to 
Fels-Naptha Soap, my washes would 
make a snow-man jealous!”’ 
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Banish “Tattle-Tale Gray” 
with FELS-NAPTHA SOAP! 
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Arrest these Enemies 


Toyeet wouldn’t mothers and fathers 
have given in Colonial days to guard 
their children against the diseases which today 
your doctor can prevent? 


Three of the scourges which formerly took thou- 
sands of lives can be kept under control. Every 
child, and adult too, can now be protected 
against smallpox, diphtheria and typhoid fever. 


Smallpox has practically disappeared where 
vaccination is widely Reaitieed In commun- 
ities where families ignore this protection, it still 
smoulders, though protected families are safe. 
Diphtheria is rapidly being stamped out by 
immunization against it. Nevertheless, children 
in this country died of it last year. Have your 
baby inoculated when he is six months old. 
A simple test will assure you of complete 
protection. Then, if diphtheria should break 
out in your neighborhood, he will be immune. 


Typhoid claims comparatively few victims 
except where suitable sanitary and preventive 
medical practices have been neglected. 


Your doctor can tell you of the means that are 
used to check epidemics of scarlet fever, 
whooping cough and measles—and of the 
vaccines, antitoxins and serums which soften 
the attacks of these diseases and make the after- 
effects less damaging. 


If, when you were little, you escaped serious 
consequences from any or all of these diseases, 
you were lucky. Don’t let your child run the 
same risks. At the time of your child’s regular 
physical examination, the doctor will be able 
to advise concerning immunization and the 
building up of resistance against disease. 


You are welcome to a free copy of “Out of 
Babyhood Into Childhood.” When you ask 
for it please address Booklet Dept. 5-L-36. 


Keep Healthy—Be Examined Regularly 
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his nod indicated the two in the corner. 

“I'd rather not,” Kathy murmured, but 
her glance ran toward them. “The trouble 
with Norman,”’ she said reflectively, “‘is 
that he gilds the lily. With all that charm 
he doesn’t need to hand out flowers, too.”’ 

“T don’t see any charm,” Pete said, “‘but 
there’s plenty of gilding. Do you suppose 
he has to show all his gold teeth when he 
laughs?” 

She flipped him a smile and strolled over 
to join the others. There was a certain 
relief, she decided, in the fact that Norman 
had deliberately omitted sending her 
flowers. It was a throwing down of the 
gauntlet, so to speak. A gesture that in 
one stroke cleared her of all hostessy 
obligations to be polite. 


NOT THAT Kathy had ever felt overly 
burdened with such obligations. The two 
brief encounters she had had with him had 
been punctuated with thinly disguised 
bitterness. Like love at first sight their 
mutual hostility had flared instantly and 
meaninglessly. It was only later that she 
was able to sort out the reasons. 

To begin with, he was just the opposite 
of the kind of person she liked. She 
couldn’t imagine his very obvious good 
looks being coupled with sincerity. He 
was far too sophisticated for June; he 
would spoil her other friends for her; and 
last and, Kathy assured herself, least, he 
didn’t like her. A factor which she felt was 
r.ezlizible. 

Aunt Effie had a preoccupied air. ‘‘Mr. 
Williams,” she explained, “has been 
listening to some of my poetry.” 

Kathy shot a look at him. Her aunt’s 
poetry which was just as bad as could be, 
had so far remained a family secret. They 
read it, praised it, and kept it very defi- 
nitely td themselves. No one, Kathy had 
decided long ago, was going to make fun of 
Aunt Effie. Even under her tan she knew 
that she was blushing. 

“It’s good,’’ Norman said. “I’ve been 
telling her she ought to have it published.” 

‘“‘He suggested one of those slim little 
volumes. With my name scrawled over the 
top. You know. Effie, or something like 
that.” 

Kathy drew a deep breath. “Did you 
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think it all up by yourself?’’ she asked 
feebly. - 
“Well, I must say, Katherine’ —Aunt 


Effie’s voice was hurt —‘‘you don’t sound 
very enthusiastic.” 

“I she began. “It took me by sur- 
prise.” She stared up at him. “We're 
selfish, I guess,’ she said clearly, “but we 
like Aunt Effie’s poetry all to ourselves. 
We don’t like the idea of . . . outsiders 
prying in.” 

“T see,” Norman said, and there was a 
grim satisfaction to be gained from the fact 
that he was red now. 

It was impossible to speak her mind 
then, but later, as they went into dinner, 
she managed it. ‘“‘I think it was a rotten 
shame to kid her like that. You know darn 
well you didn’t mean it.” 

“But I did,” Norman told her. His tone 
was surprised, completely ingenuous; his 
glance straight. She had a sudden and 
inescapable feeling that he was telling the 
truth. 


THE THOUGHT that she might have 
misjudged him lingered uncomfortably in 
her mind all through dinner, and was still 
there when later the four of them sat on the 
porch of the Yacht Club between dances. 
It was a feeling she attempted to stamp 
out, firmly, entrenching it behind scorn. 

She twisted her chair around until her 
back was toward Norman and the star- 
drenched sky swung across her view. For 
the second time that evening she made a 
comment on the weather. 

“Beautiful night,’’ she remarked. 

“‘Isn’t it?’”” Norman bent forward. ‘‘Tell 
me,” he said, ‘‘are you always like this?” 

“Like what?” 

“So engrossed in nature to the exclusion 
of all else.”’ 

Practically always,’’ Kathy said. 

“That's what I thought,” he told her. 
“Well you have a lovely back.” 

“All the better to turn toward you, my 
dear.” 

June pushed back her chair and grinned 
at Pete. ‘“‘Come on,”’ she said. ‘“‘Let you 
and I dance. We can’t break up this 
mutual admiration club.” 

After they had gone Kathy twisted 
herself around, feeling that there was a 
certain limit even to rudeness. For a while 
silence drifted between them, and then 
suddenly he smiled. His low voice held an 
undercurrent of laughter. 

“So after all our pains we're left alone 
together,”” he said. ‘‘May I have the 
pleasure of this dance, Kathy?” 


SHE NODDED briefly and rose, not 
pausing to look at him. On the dance floor 


Photographs by J. Allan Cash 
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SUN-SPATTERED HILLS, CLEAN WINDS THAT BLOW AGAIN 


And trilliums, velvety white aganist the early greenness. Ontario's native blossoms 
is the loveliest of the Spring's Messengers. It lies scattered over the meadow lands 
and in the wooded places, Try it as a centrepiece for a spring luncheon table. 
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Be Risht- 


abotit-taee 


for Spring! 


NCE UPON a time, little 
girls were taught that if 
they were good, they 
would be beautiful. 

Today, those same little girls, 
grown to smart, attractive women, 
realize that to be beautiful they 
must be good—about their beauty 
routine. 

Thoughtfulness for others, it is 
true, may bring a radiance to the 
face; but thoughtfulness in choos- 
ing the proper types of beauty aids 
for your complexion, can be relied 
on, perhaps, more definitely. 

The woman who gives unstint- 
ingly of her time, to see that her 
house is in perfect order, and her 
children are well-dressed, finds the 
respect she earns gratifying. But if 
she snitches a little time from 
household cares, to give her face 
its few minutes of daily grooming—she'll find the flattering 
pride and admiration of her family has a heady enchant- 
ment. 

The two most important things about a good complexion 
are time and interest. The latter is the most necessary— 
for if you’ve enough interest, you'll find the time. 

A beautiful skin in a mature woman is a sign of intelli- 

gence. Not only about her diet, her exercises, her spirit 
within—but in the right choice of her beauty preparations. 
You don’t want a lot of them. But you must have the right 
ones. 
You can’t begin, unless you know your face. You've lived 
with it long enough, goodness knows—but are you con- 
scious of it? Or have you been in the habit of living behind 
it, and not caring very much what other people see? 

Go to a beauty salon or one of the specialists in the 
stores, for advice. Get the right attitude toward your 
skin. Learn what type you have. What troubles are 
creeping up on you. What you must guard against. So 
many women buy indiscriminately without a real know- 
ledge of their individual needs. 

You'll find the experts only too delighted to give you 
help and the proper advice. In addition they will suggest a 
programme that keeps in line with your budget. 

Get on the right side of your face. Learn what type it 
belongs to. Discover what it needs to be at its best. Then 
make up your mind to give yourself a ten-minute facial 
every night. Enquire as to what shade of make-up you can 


wear to the best advantage, and take the time to wear it 
properly. 

Then, ah then, what happiness to unveil a perky bit of 
straw and ribbon and set it atop your well-cared for face! 
Or knot a jaunty scarf under a smooth-lined chin. For as 
every woman knows, there’s nothing quite so exhilarating 
as being confidently right-about-face to the spring world! 


ANNABELLE LEE 
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THE MOST SENSATIONAL TOOTHPASTE DISCOVERY IN 20 YEARS! 


THE NEW ‘SUPER-SOFT 
tlh POLISH PEPSODENT ! 


The world over there’s nothing remotely like Pepsodent’ s new $200,000 toothpaste formula. 
Contains sensational new ingredient—utterly different in its cleansing power—utterly eee 
because it gives your teeth the most brilliant polish ever discovered — and it is Super-Soft! 


of Out 0 increase 
in price 











HIGH-POLISHES TEETH TO TWICE 
THE BRILLIANCE—SAFELY 


Expect to see your teeth sparkle and glisten as never before ! 
So dazzling a lustre does Pepsodent’s new $200,000 Tooth- 
paste formula quickly restore to dull teeth, and to smoke- 
stained teeth, that you, too, will say it positively gives twice 
the. polish! 


MAKES TEETH LOOK WHITER 
TWICE AS LONG—SAFELY 


Teeth look whiter, feel cleaner and film-free hours longer ! 
About twice as long as with ordinary dentifrices, according to 
findings of dentists working for 3 months with 500 people. 
And there wasn't the slightest injury to tooth enamel. 


GIVES THIS SAFETY—BECAUSE 
TWICE AS SOFT 


100,000 brushings on metal plates softer than your teeth 
prove Pepsodent Toothpaste twice as soft as the polishing 
agent generally used in most dentrifrices. Dentists know 
Pepsodent Toothpaste is super-soft, therefore super-safe, even 
for children’s teeth and as a massage for tender gums. 


the dyyrence when you really Hegt-Cotiste your tecite/ 
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e The scientists shook their heads. 





“Not both,” they said. “Not Super-Soft 
and High-Polish. Toothpastes don’t 
come that way. You’re asking fora mir- 
acle. We'll keep on looking, but.. 


Keep on they did—for 14 years. 
Spend money they did—$200,000. And 
found at last the thing they said they 
couldn’t find—the miracle! The new 
Pepsodent! A toothpaste both Super-Soft 
and High-Polish. A toothpaste that 
gives your teeth the greatest lustre ever 
known—and does it with double safety! 


Pepsodent scientists found this way 
to make teeth sparkle and glisten with 
greater brilliance...and without slight- 
est danger of injury to tooth enamel... 
when they discovered an amazing new 
ingredient. One never before used in 
a dentifrice. One contained only in 
Pepsodent. 


New Ingredient the Secret 


This ingredient is the secret of the 
astounding polishing powers, the phe- 
nomenal cleansing action of Pepsodent’s 


new toothpaste. It polishes teeth twice 
as bright...keeps them looking whiter, 
film-free, twice as long. And yet tests 
definitely prove it’s twice as soft, hence 
doubly safe on precious tooth enamel. 


Does Everything Better 


What’s more, this new ingredient, in 
combination with Pepsodent’s other in- 
gredients, provides an improved gum 
massage. You'll see loose, flabby gums 
firm up remarkably when you use Pepso- 
dent with regular, brisk finger massage. 





We say it! You see it! New Super-Soft 
High - Polish Pepsodent Toothpaste 
gives three times the value of any 
ordinary dentifrice. Geta tube today— 
look for the words “New High-Polish” 
on the Pepsodent Toothpaste box. 


ag ly a a a — 


High-Polish Your Teeth— FREE 


This coupon entitles you to a Free generous 
supply of the new Super-Soft High-Polish Pep- 
sodent Toothpaste. Just mail to the Pepsodent 
@ Co., 191 George Street, Toronto, Ont. Suet. 55. 
[ Check here only if you pr fer free supply ot 
Pepsodent’s new High-Polish Tooth Powder 


Qe 
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Coupon not good after Oct 
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SUCCESSFUL SUIT 


Subpoenaed — To appear 


wherever smart women 
gather. Schiaperelli 
defends the brief 

flaring coat, raised 


Sleeves and a clear-cut 


neckline. 


Guilty! -— of in 
the Paris 

The Gibson 
Court in 


comes to 














Judgment 

Favors the 
~Vested 

Interests. 





Your Edelweiss flower will be white, with 
London tan leaves, your stockings ‘‘saucy”’ 
color, a grey hat and shoes, pigskin gloves 
white, and a bar pin gold plated. 

LILAC ACCENTS will give your grey 
suit a picturesque touch, if delicately and 
discriminately used. Have a silk blouse 
and boutonniére only in the lilac, and 
choose your handbag, Edelweiss gloves, 
stockings, handkerchief, hat and shoes in 
grey. 

RED AND WHITE accents would be 
interesting, if you want a_ two-effect 
combination. Wear a navy and red carna- 
tion, have your handbag and handkerchief 

navy, add a white piqué waistcoat, wear 
Alpine blue stockings, and choose your 
doeskin gloves, felt hat and shoes of navy 
grey, and add a sterling silver knot pin for 
your scarf. 

BLACK AND WHITE will act like a 
tangy spice for May days, if you like it in 
combination. With your grey suit try 
black patent handbag, a white piqué 
flower with black leaves, a grey and white 
print handkerchief, white organdie or white 
piqué vestee, white doeskin gloves, grey 
stockings and shoes, grey and white felt 
hat, or grey straw, black or grey shoes, and 
a rhinestone scarf clip. 


The Black Suit 


Black offers the most interesting back- 
ground of all. You can make so much of 
it. Would you be intrigued by gay cherry 
accents, a green and white combination, 
London tan, or saffron? 

FOR CHERRY. Choose a cherry and a 
geranium boutonniére, to take turns. A 
cherry-colored handbag, white piqué or 
mousseline vestee, white or black doeskin 
gloves, London tan stockings, a black felt 
hat and black shoes, and a white handker- 


chief. 

GREEN AND WHITE. Edelweiss 
flower, white with green leaves, green 
handbag and handkerchief, white gilet, 


doeskin gloves, turf tan stockings, black 
felt sailor or straw hat, black shoes. 
LONDON TAN. London tan handbag, 
handkerchief, stockings, felt hat and shoes, 
white waistcoat, white piqué gardenia 
with London tan leaves, white pigskin 
gloves. 

SAFFRON ACCENTS. § Saffron fruit 
boutonniére, doeskin handbag, gloves, 
Ascot scarf and handkerchief, all saffron, 
saddle tan stockings, black straw or felt 
hat and shoes, and wishbone pin, gold 
plate. 
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“THE FAVOURITE / Beauly Soap or ¢ OF CANADIAN BRIDES BRIDES 


ee have always used Palmolive’ 


says MRS. A. | 


“It is the one beauty soap | can trust 
to keep all my complexion lovely."’ 


Like this beautiful Canadian bride, mil- 
lions of women have chosen Palmolive 
to keep themselves “lovely all over”. 


Make their wise choice yours. 
Palmolive, with its gentle beauty care 
can give all your skin rose-petal soft- 
ness and youth. Let it ... by following 
faithfully, the simple beauty treatment 
shown below. 


Soothes and Beautifies 

The careful blending of olive and palm 
oils in Palmolive is the reason more 
than 20,000 beauty specialists recom- 
mend it. Only these costly oriental oils 
give Palmolive its rich, gentle lather, a 
lather that cleanses the pores ... 
soothes your skin ... leaves it restfully 
refreshed and radiant. 


So make Palmolive your soap. Use it 
always, from today on, for all your skin. 
You'll have a complexion that’s really 
youthful ... lovely all over. 





Lathers perfectly 
in hard or soft 
water 


. BIRD, Jovely Toronto Bride. 































T: ry this Palmolive 


Beauty Treatment 


Use it for face and throat and for 
the bath as well. Gently massage 
into your skin a warm, rich Palm- 
olive lather. Cleanse the pores 
thoroughly. Rinse with warm 
water, then with cold. That’s all 
there is to this simple beauty 
treatment. Here’s another beauty 
hint. Palmolive, used as a sham- 
poo, keeps your scalp healthy, 
hair soft and lustrous. 











DENTISTS SAY: MOST BAD BREATH 


BEGINS WITH 


THE TEETH 





Brush 


esure aboit your tech 


LET THE 
TOOTHPICK 
TEST 
SHOW HOW 
TO_KEEP IT 


Si peel! 


teeth from 
gums dewn 


# 


= 








AKE a toothpick or some UN- 

SCENTED dental floss. Clean 
between your teeth. Does it reveal 
small food deposits? Smell it. If it 
has an unpleasant odour, it means 
your teeth are improperly cleaned. 
These food deposits are a common 
cause of bad breath and tooth decay, 
dentists say. 


CLEAN YOUR TEETH THE 
COLGATE WAY 


Morning and night with Colgate’s 
» Dental Cream brush thoroughly the 


upper teeth from gums down, lower 
teeth from gums up. Brush the cut- 
ting edge of your teeth with a circu- 
lar motion. Then rinse your mouth. 
After that put a bit of Colgate’s on 
your tongue and take another sip of 
water. Gargle well back in the throat, 


then flush the water through your 


teeth. Rinse again with clear water. 
That’s all. 








For those who 
prefer it, Colgate’s 
Dental Powder will give the 
same Colgate results. Large tin 20c. 
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Cleaning your teeth the Colgate 
way removes the commonest 
cause of bad breath 





Colgate’s penetrating foam gets into 
all crevices and between the teeth 
even where the toothbrush cannot 
reach. It dissolves odour breeding 
food deposits and washes them away. 


YOU GET THESE COLGATE 
RESULTS | 


Your teeth are thoroughly clean. The | 
polishing ingredient in Colgate’s, | 
the same one your dentist uses, keeps | 
your teeth white and sparkling. Col- 
ate’s delicious peppermint flavor 
eaves your mouth refreshed and 
your breath fragrant. And brushing | 
your teeth the Colgate way stimulates 
the gums. 


DOUBLE YOUR MONEY 
BACK GUARANTEE 


Use one tube of Colgate’s. Then, if your 
teeth are not cleaner, whiter than before, 
return the empty tube to Colgate-Palmolive- 
Peet Co., Limited, Toronto, Ont. 
send you twice its cost. 


We will 





Regular 
Large Tube 


20° 


FAMILY DOUBLE SIZE 
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What to Wear With Your Suit 


CHOOSING a suit and letting it go at 
that is like being clothed in your right 
mind; it’s important but inadequate. 
Color accents to be found in the many 
lovely accessories offered this season are so 
important that they become a little con- 
fusing. Here’s Chatelaine’s accessory chart 
providing four changes each for a navy, 
grey and a black suit. 


The Navy Suit 


Maybe you'll follow the fleet and sail 
into early summer with the Navy. If your 
suit is in the deepest of blues, you can lead 
a regular Jekyll and Hyde existence, with 
an extra personality thrown in and a 
change-off for Sundays. 

Let’s take London tan, white, coral and 
chamois. 

IN CORAL. It’s one of the really 
sparkling shades this year, and we suggest, 
with your navy suit: 

A coral silk blouse, navy pigskin gloves, 
navy handbag, coral handkerchief, coral 
bracelet, stockings “punch” shade, navy 


felt hat, with a coral quill (or without), 
navy shoes. 

IN WHITE. White organdie gilets, lily- 
of-the-valley boutonniére, navy blue hand- 
bag, white handkerchief, white doeski: 
gloves, sheer navy stockings, gold platec 
bracelet, navy straw or felt hat, navy 
shoes. 

CHAMOIS ACCENTS. Waistcoat, 
glove fabric, chamois color, matching 
gloves, chamois; matching hat, chamois, or 
straw hat, navy; handkerchief, chamois: 
handbag, navy; stockings, saddle tan. 
Shoes, navy. Lapel watch in pigskin. 

LONDON TAN. Handbag, London 
tan; Ascot scarf, London tan; capeskin 
gloves, London tan; stockings, London 
tan; handkerchief, London tan; safety pin 
in scarf, gold plate; felt or straw hat, navy; 
shoes, London tan. 


The Grey Suit 


If you’re doing things up brown in grey, 
you'll wear a grey suit and use accents of 
London tan. Choose a handbag, Ascot 
scarf, handkerchief of the London tan. 
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Says KAY MURPHY in her 


SHORTS 
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The "Queen Mary" handbag is a 
tricky new item. It is shaped just like 


a boat, funnels and all, with an 
fi anchor on the flap. 
@ 
a So many women — those who are 


reaching the nice middle ages — get 
a great deal of pleasure out of 
wearing redingotes. The long wool or 
crépe coat over the printed crépe 
dress is always so flattering and con- 
venient. Well, they are going stronger 
than ever this year: they are calling 
them "Shell Coat Dress'’ now instead 
of redingotes. And very apt, too, as 
the coats are gengrany unlined. 





It's going to be another big cotton 
and linen summer, with those last- 
year white linen suits coming back 
again better than ever. Of course, 
you'll wear ‘em with colored acces- 
sories. 

8 
And they're using a pile of gabardine 
in both shoes and hats for spring. 
Your handbag is of gabardine 
trimmed with patent leather, and 
your shoes are of patent leather 
trimmed with gabardine. 

e 


Have you bought your new scarf yet? 
They're very grand in quilted taffeta 
and in Roman stripes. Many of them 
are one color on one side and another 
on t'other. 

® 
Rust-colored nail polish is very new 
and very stunning. Ideal for those 
who thought the scarlet polish a bit 
too bright, yet like color on their nails. 
Goes grand on sunburnt hands, too 
— it was very popular down South 
this winter — so stock up with a 
bottle for later, if you don't want to 
use it now. 

& 
Grab yourself a big bunch of violets 
and pin them on your jacket or dark 
dress, then wear violet-colored gloves. 


Now, don't run out and spend all 
your money in one grand spring 
splurge. First, get your suit or coat. 
(Those three-piece suits give you the 
topcoat you can wear as a separate 
coat, as well as the short jacket suit, 
a good investment!) Then choose 
your accessories, including hat, blouse 
or vestee, gloves, bag and shoes, so 
that they assemble with your suit. 
Try to get a couple of sets of acces- 
sories during the spring. One set in 
one color of the mannish type; then 
another set of another color in the 
frilly style. But DON'T YOU DARE 
BUY AS MUCH AS A HANKY UN- 
LESS IT IS GOING TO TIE UP WITH 
YOUR SUIT OR Sant. 

And get yourself a new haircut — the 
long bob is out; high, short curls are 
the thing — and a new girdle and 
uplift brassiére, and a ruffled taffeta 
petticoat. And meet spring on the 
up and up! 











* Proof that Woodbury’s 
does not clog the pores 


Spread a pinch of Woodbury’s on your wrist 
and smooth it upwards along your arm. Beside 
it a pinch of the face powder you’ve been 
using. You'll see at once how far Woodbury’s 
spreads. Why is this? Because Woodbury’s 
lies on the surface of your skin, does not cram 
down into the pores and clog them. The pores 
are free when you’re wearing Woodbury’s. 
They can breathe, stay fine, active, elastic. 


* Determined by independent research laboratory 





B And here's the clinging face powder 
that makes Romance come true 


H™=* to Romance! And here’s to all 
the beauty aids that may help you 
capture his heart! 


Woodbury’s Facial Powder makes 
the softest skin look still softer and 
smoother. It subdues the shine on brow 
and nose. It clings right through the 
evening—until you wash it off. 

This flattering face powder will not 
clog the pores, stretch or coarsen them. 
It spreads farther than other face pow- 
ders of popular price.* 

Skin scientists prepare Woodbury’s 
by a new blending process that renders 
it smoother, finer than ever before. The 
shades are just the ones the smartest 
women are wearing—true skin shades 
that make your complexion look art- 
lessly natural. $1.00, 50c, 25c, 15c. 
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FREE! Six Skin-Bloom Shades 


(Enough for a Week's Trial) 
John H. Woodbury, Ltd., Dept. 530, Perth, Ont. 


(Paste on penny postcard, or mail in envelope NOW) 


Name 


w 
a 
Ss 
> 
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a 
AVOID IMITATIONS...Look for the head and signature, 
John H. Woodbury, Ltd., on all Woodbury products. 


MADE IN CANADA 





j CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 
Lf you mute them “Meet Spring on the Up and Up” 


YOURSELF | FASHION 


Spring has opened up with such a 
triumph of color that | am hard put 
to say just what color is the best. Of 
course, the suits and coats are 
definitely navy or grey, some tan or 


... you'd include 
brown, and a little black. 
extra layers aS a But the Raia aa are every color 


one could imagine ! 

| The TULIP REDS and YELLOWS are 

MARGIN of safety | particularly important, and VIOLET 

| is one of the most promising of spring 

| colors in dresses, millinery, gloves, 

| handbags and belts. Then we have 

soft, dusty pink, and some greens, 

| blues and natural’ shades. But the 

| reds, yellows and violets have IT! 

| * 


So don't be modest in your accessor- 
ies: use a lavish hand in choosing 
your colors. And remember, with the 
right make-up — which you wil! have 
to work out for yourselves — prac- 








convenient tically any gal on the right side of 
sanitary fifty can tone her coloring up to any 
of the new spring shades. 
dust-proof * 
box The man-tailored short jacket suit is 
simply sweeping the country. Why, 
the men can hardly get a suit tailored 
for themselves down here: the places 
are all too busy man-tailoring suits 
for the womenfolk. And a good man- 
Cz nish-type suit — preferably in grey, 
i navy or black — can be a wonderful 
investment. Wear mannish accessor- 
ies with it one time — the shirt-tail 
blouse, the Derby or Homburg hat 
: (put a wee veil on the hat!) — anda 
We do just that for you... add 10 extra tailored handbag; then turn about 
face, and deck it out with a fluffy, 
layers to each pad. A towel having only 20 layers of cellu- high-frilled blouse, a Gibson Gir! 
sailor (with flowers atop to match 
lose would be definitely unsafe. A 30-layer pad may afford vour gloves or bag) — and there you 
go meltingly feminine for another 
! 
doubtful protection— but you can’t afford to take a chance. — ° 
A 40-layer pad guarantees “more than The Margot collar is very fetching 
and is getting a great play — it's one 
: of those delectable, high frilly things 
” ' 
safe’ protection, and all DeLong Delnaps have 40 layers. tak thal veal tach the tale of the 
‘ " . ‘ middle ages. We're seeing a lot of 
This extra protection does not mean thickness, for you'll heen’ 9 9 —_ A 
@ . ie j vv A 
notice that there is no extra bulk. Interesting, too, the origin of the [i / eZ 
Margot collar. Yvonne Printemps, the ~ x a Y . 


famous French actress, is playing in 
Paris in a very famous drama called 


e 
; “at 

Insist on DeLong Delnaps in the Jade i / ae: 

Green Box. Accept no substitutes. ‘'Margot", and her dresses all have O 

ki Buy them and experience real peace this frilly neckline. Hence the name ef ly 
of mind. They cost no more. DeLong Margot. ma / 9 \ 
Hook & Eye Co. of Canada, Ltd © l= 
4 


They're wearing heaps of vests, and h 
D E LNAP a | “'weskits'’, and tuxedo blouses. Many Ng 
of them are of white or colored piqué i r} “ 
and look just like the Boiled Shirt At 
Himself struts out on Occasions. I 4 
10 EXTRA layers...no extra bulk . 
acai ; ; he The Schiaporelli Derby, with its cun- 


ning little veil, is a very pleasing style, 
Other DeLong Products for Your Convenience and Comfort: if you want one of the smartest tail- 
Belts Shoulder Strap Holders Bob Pins = Hair Pins = Snaps ored hats. The original hat cost $70 

when it landed in New York; now you 


Hooks & Eyes Hook & Eye Tapes Pins Safety Pins can pick up excellent copies for a 
——————————————— ———— song. 
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Voted the 5 Smartest Nail Colors 


BY FASHIONABLE VISITORS AT WHITE SULPHUR 





IN THE SPRING, White Sulphur is the 
place to see all the smartest women! Playing 
the beautiful golf courses. Watching the 
Mason and Dixon Tennis Tournament or 
dancing at the Greenbrier. 


The very smartest of them have selected 
three shades of nail polish as outstanding for 
1936: Cutex Rose, Cutex Rust and Cutex Ruby. 


Cutex Rose is perfect, they say, with all 
sports clothes. It’s lovely with pastels, 2 
home with conservative tweeds and a “good 
mixer” with bright, difficule colors. 


The new Cutex Rust is also being seen in 
every smart group. It’s a Sun-Tan shade that’s 
marvelous with brown, beige, gray and green. 
But the real secret of its great popularity at 
White Sulphur is—it’s made to flatter sun- 
tanned hands. A hint for this summer! 


The great vogue for Cutex Ruby has never 
waned. It goes with all colors—must be worn 
with black. And nothing as yet equals its 
chic, gaiety and sparkle for evening. 


O MATTER what Cutex shade you wear, 

you can be sure it will be correct and 
smart. Each Cutex shade is created by the 
World’s Manicure Authority. And don’t for- 
get that Cutex has a grand lustre and holds 
the record for wear. 


But do take an advance fashion tip from 
White Sulphur—hurry and get your bottles of 
Cutex Rose, Rust and Ruby. You'll be ’way 
ahead of the crowd! At your favorite shop— 
35¢. Cutex Lipstick to harmonize—55¢. 
Northam Warren, Montreal, New York, London, Paris 







Your 2 favorite shades 
of Cutex Liquid Polish, 
Polish Remover and 
sample of Lipstick 

++ for 14 cents 













Northam Warren Limited, Dept. 6T-5 


$80 St. Antoine Street, Montreal, Canada 
j I enclose 14¢ for 2 shades of Cutex Liquid Polish as checked 
F below, sample of harmonizing Lipstick and Polish Remover 

Kose 2 Cardinal 0) Rust 2 Ruby | 


Name. 
Address 


City Province 

















Send for ‘‘Beauty Secrets from 
Bond Street’ a charming little 
booklet which gives complete 
directions for perfecting the 
complexion and is sent post 
free on application to, Dept. C, 
Yardley & Co., (Canada) Ltd., 
Yardley House, Toronto. 





MIDST the rush and bustle of 

life in London you will always 
find them—immaculate English- 
women who go through the activities 
of a tiring day with unruffled poise. 
With instinctive chic they choose to 
wear with their trim town clothes the 
lovable fragrance of Yardley 
Lavender. A simple and exquisite 
perfume, it lends charm and grace 
to every occasion. 


Lavender in sprinkler bottles, stop- 
pered bottles and pocket flasks, 40c 
to $12. 


There is a complete series of beauty 
preparations with the same delightful 
fragrance including— 


OLD ENGLISH LAVENDER SOAP 
(the luxury soap of the world). Its 
soft, mellow lather cleanses and 
refines the skin, 3 cakes for $1.00. 


ENGLISH COMPLEXION CREAM 
completes the cleansing of the skin 
by bringing to the surface the impuri- 
ties which accumulate in the pores. 
It leaves the skin softened, refined 
and beautified, and forms a perfect 
powder base, $1.10. 


LAVENDER FACE POWDER, a misty 
fine powder in tints to suit your 
complexion, $1.10. 


LIPSTICKS $1.10. 
BATH SALTS $1.10. 
TALC 40c & 85c. 





LAVENDER 






by CAROLYN DAMON 


Some shining exa mples 


of the 


newer hair designs 





MAYTIME IS an intoxicating season: it 
lifts you up with a lilt, sets you walking 
lightly, breathing deeply, living zestfully. 
And nothing reflects your mood so quickly 
as your hair. It’s a regular barometer. 
Give the first winds a chance at it, stir 
your body to action, quicken your spirit 
to fresh emotions—and you're hair is 
silky, free, shining. And then, of course, 
what to do with it? 

This year, heads are so important. You 
can’t get under cover and tuck unruly, 
waveless rifts out of sight. There’s no 
place to put them. Hats can’t be counted 
on to detract from an unbecoming coiffure. 
They grow smaller and flatter, and more 
and more concerned about their own affairs 
So much depends on the twist of a wavy 
tendril or the sweep of a gleaming strand, 
that you’re going to be pretty definitely 
smart, or dowdy, by a hairbreadth. 

Not that you need be unduly alarmed. 
When the Canadian Hairdressing Associa- 
tion met recently in Toronto, the members 
exhibited and suggested and predicted, 
demonstrating to a fine degree their ability 
to cope with the new situation. Here are 
two of their models that tell more drama- 
tically than anything else how important 
is every deft touch to the crowning glory. 

She of the golden ringlets is coiffured 
after the newest manner— with a “braid” 
of curls. Very chic, very flattering to the 
rounded head, as arranged over a widely 
waving headline. Notice that the brush 
has been used on the forehead line. Except- 
ing only bangs, the hairline must be 
shown. It’s one of the hard and fast rules. 

There’s a front part here—notice? And 
the curls widen at the back to make a 
tightly tucked-in line of ringlets. For the 
opera, the symphony, the theatre, it’s 
charming. Particularly for formal wear. 
But need we point out that tight curls are 
better for the under-thirties, and this isn’t 
the kind of hairdress that would suit the 
tennis court or the bathing pool? Enough 
said. 

The dark, exotic girl has a coiffure de- 
signed particularly after the new Oriental 
influence. There’s a middle part here, too, 
with a long curled bang and side rolls. It 
widens a narrow face and has a quaint un- 
usual look. The ear tips are showing, but, 
as in any of the new modes, the ears are 
treated as part of the head outline. That is, 
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Photographs by Ronny Jaques 


they're not emphasized by being exposed 
completely, and they’re not hidden. That 
follows the more natural trend of present- 
day hairdressing. 

However you do your hair, remember 
that those fine interesting-looking hair- 
lines, emphasized by brushing, are very 
important. They’re clean-cut looking and 
youthful, whatever your age. Only if your 
hairline, on close study, is really unattrac- 
tive, can you cover it. 

Don’t think this means that you need 
to show a too wide or too narrow face 
without adornment. Deft touches bring 
the hair out at the sides lower than the 
temple line, pulling it back again just over 
the ear tips. 

Long hair is still the possession of the 
few, but more and more the girl who would 
be tailored for tea and feminine around a 
quarter to nine, uses a braid or twist or 
curls that matches her own for the occa- 
sion. Then she hasn’t the bother of long 
hair for daytime. 

The short bob is essential for mannish 
clothes: you can’t wear the new pert and 
tip-tilted hats with long, lazy, just-waving 
locks. Curls or a shortcut are in order, or 
the hats lose their charm. Yet the more 
severe your suitline, the softer and more 
enticing the hair. You balance your ef- 
fects, just to keep the appraising eyes 
across the luncheon table turned admir- 
ingly in your direction. 

Need it be mentioned: the ironing- 
board wave is as outmoded as a jigsaw 
puzzle. 

Tint your hair if it’s too dull or drab, 
but do be careful about your dyer. And 
the flashing, scintillating effects of yester- 
year—the platinum and ultra-golden and 
raspberry red colorings—are completely 
gone. 

Greying hair, particularly if it’s shining 
and silver, is being left as it is by many 
clever women. In fact, there’s quite a 
movement afoot to “brush” in a grey 
streak along the side of a dark wave. It’s 
rather startling and highly effective, for 
the suave and well-groomed woman of 
middle age. 

A yen for sophistication is satisfied by 
flat, scarcely perceptible waves, just turned 
at the ends, and a wave at the side too, 
that turns provocatively the wrong way, 
in an upward swirl. Smart and arresting. 
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The Slender Figure 


Whether tall or short has special problems 


DIVINELY TALL and slender! Dainty 
and petite like a Dresden china doll! Have 
you “‘thinsies” ever heard yourselves thus 
described? Have you ground your teeth 
as the somewhat stout speaker added, 
“Oh, how easy it is for you to dress, my 
dear!” 

Little does this thoughtless soul appre- 
ciate your woes! Little does she realize 
that the sweet wee twelves, fourteens or 
sixteens are usually made for figures of 
average height and will reach either to 
your knee or your ankle unless some shop 
has given you careful and sympathetic 
consideration. One may well drop a tear 
for the agony of the tall, thin girl who 
looms, giraffe-like, above her dance part- 
ners, or the misery of the tiny mite who is 
lost entirely from the view of the stag line. 

The tall thinsy must above all cultivate 
poise and grace. A wise choice of clothes 
will be an excellent aid. If you are to be 
the observed of all observers—and really 
you can’t escape notice if you measure 
five feet eight or more—then you must 
feel at ease. The lines of your gown must 
give the illusion of average height. If you 
don’t think this can be done, consider the 
movie stars. Many of them are either tall 
or very short. Mae West is very short. 
The illusion is not all created by the cam- 
era. The clothes help. 

Here are a few guiding points: Keep 
strictly away from the perfectly straight 
silhouette and from clinging, figure-molding 
materials. Avoid high hats of the busby 
type or tiny ones with upstanding quills or 
ornaments. Even when all the world wears 
a small hat, you would still be wise to wear 
as large a hat as you can find without being 
out of fashion. 


YOU SHOULD introduce width into your 
silhouette and you will find the best results 
are achieved by introducing width in two 
places. For example, you may wear a wide 
hat and a blouse or coat with a short flared 
peplum. For evening, your gown may be 
wide from knee to floor and the neckline 
may have a large bertha or an enormous 
flower may perch on the shoulder. 

Flared tunics and jaunty peplums were 
really made for you, and, while on this 
point, why not visualize your spring or 


© 


summer suit? Try one of the smart new 
tweeds in wool or, later on, in cotton. Have 
it made with a very short peplum or a 
three-quarter coat flared from the waist. 
A straight skirt will accompany either of 
these, as too many flares in the costume 
will prove as bad as too many cooks in the 
kitchen. You need not become a human 
pagoda. With your suit, wear a neckpiece 
of long-haired fur to widen your shoulders. 
Then you may risk wearing one of the 
smallish Homburg felts with a fairly tiny 
brim. If you have no fur, wear a larger hat 
and plant a huge carnation well out near 
your shoulder. 

Among your spring afternoon dresses 
you might include prints. There are always 
the floral patterns but you can wear the gay 
plaids and checks with great success. 
These will afford smart consolation for 
being tall and thin. So few people can 
really wear them well that you may rejoice 
in being the darling of the gods of fashion. 
Stripes are likely to exaggerate your slim- 
ness unless very cleverly managed. They 
may be combined with plain materials to 
advantage. You might wear a navy skirt 
of plain wool or heavy linen topped by a 
little coat or blouse of gay stripes used on 
bias or horizontal lines. For two reasons 
this will prove a happy idea. The use of 
the stripes will widen your shoulder and 
chest, and the use of two different mater- 
ials and colors will cut your height. 

In choosing an evening gown, remem- 
ber never to try molding the entire figure 
tightly or you will appear as a figure of fun. 
A pre-war thinsy of six feet made fame and 
fortung Py writhing her way through a 
musica comedy in a skin-tight green 
gown with long sleeves and a fish-tail 
train. Unless you have comedy aspirations 
don’t try it. Your gown should have full- 
ness below the knee at least. You might 
seize with delight upon some of the new 
taffeta and tulle creations very full from 
the waist. Stiffened organdies and nets 
will be splendid, and you can always do the 
picturesque in taffeta or chiffon and lace 
with fluffy flounces @ /’Espagnole. 


NECKLINES are something of a problem 
A square cut will do wonders in giving 
{Continued on page 54} 
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MORE NEW STOCKINGS | 


THINK K ly 
44 MAD, 
OF MONEY 7 @ you 















BUT, JOHN, | CAN'T 
HELP IT! MY 
STOCKINGS GO 

INTO RUNS ALL THE 











USED TO GET 
RUNS, TOO , UN- 
TIL | TOOK 
LUXING MY: 
YOU CAN HEAR. STOCKINGS. LUM 
WHAT A BRUTE |; SAVES ELAST- 
















CLever WIVES 
all over the country 
are cutting down 
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UXING SEEMS 










CERTAINLY 
DOES, 














° © TO SOLVE. THE RUNS 4 
| stécking bills the easy Lux way. PROBLEM, DOESN'T JOHN! 
|  Luxing stockings after each wearing \ fT, HONEY? ose 

makes them last longer—helps to _ “3 ECONOMY 
'  eut down runs. Lux saves the elastic- 4 (D2) WE EVER 
ity—then threads give instead of FOUND! 


breaking easily under strain. 

Soaps with harmful alkali and 
cake-soap rubbing weaken elasticity. 
Threads are apt to break when they’re 
stretched—starting costly runs. 

Lux has no harmful alkali and with 
Lux, there’s no rubbing. A few cents’ 
worth of Lux can save you dollars 
on stockings every month! 


peer stocking 
| E-L-A-S-T-I-C-I-T-Y with 
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AM I enthusiastic about my new Dodge! Well just 
show me another car that’s so beautiful to look at 
and so economical to drive,’”’ says Bing Crosby, popular 
radio and screen star. 

Thank you, Mr. Crosby! That seems to be the sentiment 
of thousands of Dodge owners throughout Canada who 
could well afford a much more expensive car — but they 
drive a Dodge ‘‘Beauty Winner.”’ 

Where else, they ask, will you find in one car all the 
advantages that the Dodge gives you ?... the famous 
Airglide-Ride .. . redistribution of weight equally to all 
four wheels ... Chair-Height seats. . . patented Floating 
Power engine mountings ... safety-steel body ... genuine 
hydraulic brakes.. .roomier, more luxurious interiors. . . 
and sensationally low operating cost. 

See these New Dodge cars! Drive one! And remember, 
there is a Dodge priced right down among the lowest 
priced cars. 


Vi 


v r PM 


° iin 


on, - New Official Chrysler Motors Com- 

can The chat t tee ike on 

. * un- 

Ser Ga -*Then add insurance cost. 3, Then 

tiply by 7%-—for a twelve months’ Costs 

longer or periods in f 

*In some provinces a small legal umentary fee 
is charged. 


NO OTHER CHARGES. 
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VERSATILE 


R A Y 0 N WHEN YOU 


BUY UNDERWEAR 
BE SURE IT BEARS 






Creation of a progres- THIS LABEL 

sive age—to stimulate oer Qu ALITY 

smart living, eeee GS, contnotsen 
R.F.241 - C.29 

Rayon, proud of its in- IT MEANS ... 


Garments correctly cut to 
dependence, stands forth Courtaulds proven specifications. 
Ontario Research Foundation 
inspection. World's strongest Vis- 
cose yarn evenly knit, and speci- 
fied number of stitches per inch. 


with radiant newness. 


This Modern Fabric— 

















made for people of to- 
day—admired for its 
beauty so well blended 
with practicality and 
strength, is dedicated to 


Modern Apparel. « « e 


Used in countless ways 
— frocks, linings, dainty 
undergarments — Rayon 
is a helpful fabric adapt- 
ing itself to the most 


strenuous demands. e e 


Be smart with up-to-the- 






minute styles—be doubly 
smart with RAYON— 






bape Ew * 2 ' 
OURTAULDA Fabric extraordinary! 
> Jews 





THE MODERN an NG: IRONABLE DURABLE 
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CLASS OF ‘86 
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WHITE 
For the Great Moment 


COLOR 
For the Small Hours 


It might be a university — a girls school 
— a hospital — a business college. 
Wherever she takes the spotlight, the 
girl graduate is a vision of demure love- 
liness when she receives her diploma. 
The trend is to simple, tailored lines jin 
white frocks, for the graduation exer- 
cises. The one shown has new smartness 
in wide, tightly cuffed sleeves and grace 
in an effectively cut floor-length skirt. 
But for the hectic round of gay festivi- 
ties that mark the great occasion — a 
new summer evening gown splashes color 
~ through dim halls of learning. It's a very 
fragile looking affair — sheer organdy, 
organza, georgette or chiffon over a 
richly colored big flower print in a 
heavier crépe or silk. The shoulder line 
is flared, as is the smart skirt. A crushed 
sash, large chiffon or fine linen hankie, 
and evening sandals might be matching 
accessories. The white gloves are just- 
below-elbow length — decreed for sum- 
mer. Flowers in her hair, of course. 


These are Chatelaine patterns and may be ordered from 
leading stores or direct from Chatelaine Pattern Service, 
481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. When ordering, give 
the number, size and style desired. Price of all patterns, 
i5 cents. Patterns described on page 95. 







36 


CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 


THEIR OLD-FASHIONED FRY 


43 









Reconditioning Grandmother's 


Wardrobe is a Smart Trick 


of the Quainter Moderns . . 





592 














172 


Historic bonnets, ruffs, posies, nipped in jackets, puffed 
sleeves — but all fresh from Agnes, Schiaparelli, Lanvin. 
Boleros and bonnets, with posies on both; a new-tailored 
version, with interesting frog-buttoning; a four-pocket 
hip-length jacket suit — and look at the sleeves! And a 
finely printed tunic, with Margot ruff, after the Main- 
bocher innovation. 


Descriptions of fabrics and patterns on page 95. These are 







= . 
Chatelaine patterns, and may be ordered from leading stores or 
direct from Chatelaine Pattern Service, 48! University Avenue, 
Toronto, Ontario. When ordering, give the number and size desired. 
587 


All Patterns 15 cents 









CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 


... OUR MODERN MOTHERS AND 











Almost walk off with the 


fashion honors and take 
the New Styles in their 


vigorous alert stride . . 








Every day is Mother's Day for the modern 
matron this season. She gets sleeve interest— 
by unusual treatment instead of too-highly- 
accented shoulder lines; softens her contour 
with the gayest blossoms of many a moons 
tops off her tailored outfits with pert mannish 
bows, amusing button effects and hats that 
suit her dashing sophistication. Descriptions 
of patterns on page 95. These are Chatelaine 
patterns and may be ordered from leading 
stores or direct from Chatelaine Pattern 
Service, 481 University Ave., Toronto, Ont. 
When ordering, give the number and size 
desired. Price of all patterns, 15 cents. 
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Here’s a 

New and 

Better 

Nail Polish 
—and it 

comes from 


Hollywood 


In Eight Smart New Shades 
Popularized by Screen and 
Stage Stars 


Leave it to Hollywood’s smart set to 


discover the newer and better things. | 


Moon Glow Nail Polish is one of them. 
And now its popularity is sweeping the 
country—Moon Glow Nail Polish is 


being featured by thousands of good | 


drug and department stores all over 


Canada. 


You've a treat in store for you if you'll 
only try it. Think of a nail polish that 
will not chip, peel, crack, fade or streak 
—that’s Moon Glow. It’s a superior 
blend of nail polish which goes on more 
smoothly, and sets more lustrously. 
Moon Glow Nail Polish gives your 
nails a soft, moon-like lustre which 
lasts for many days. 


And for this better 
polish, you actually 
pay less. The bottle 
is larger — and it 
costs less. 





Whether you pre- 
fer a cream or a 
clear polish, you 
can take your pick 
from eight differ- 
ent smart Moon 
Glow shades, any 
one of which will 
match or harmon- 
ize with ANY lip- 
stick or rouge. 


Applies smoothly 
—sets lustrously. 





Will not chip, 
crack or peel, 


Moon GLOW 


NAIL POLISH 


MOON GLOW COSMETIC CO. 
of Canada, Ltd. 


36 Caledonia Road - Toronto, Ont. 











Revolutionary ideas in 


scalp treatment are 


definitely 
| HAIR -RAISING 


“THAT NEW teacher’s a corker,” the 
| landlady’s husband announced at the vil- 

lage store, shaking his head. “She must 
have a bath, if you please, every single 
day of her life.” 

And that was in a Canadian town less 
than twenty years ago. It’s really so short 
a time since cleanliness raised its mark 
from the once-a-week standard to the 
once-or-twice-a day bath, if you just think 
back. Now, says a well-known beauty 
authority, we’re on the verge of another 
big change in the status quo. In a few 
years we'll be shampooing our hair as often 
as we bathe. 

Groans are mixed with hisses and cheers 
on every side. Haven’t we been told we’ll 
dry our hair out with too frequent sham- 
pooing? That the oil glands will cease to 
function? That our locks will fade and 
wear away with the constant rubbing? 
Why, it’s only a little while since we 
brought the ante down to a weekly sham- 
poo from the fortnightly or even monthly 
ceremony. 

But, he predicts, stuff and nonsense. It’s 
just another old-fashioned idea that hasn’t 
hit the scrap-heap yet. You wash your 
hands and face a dozen times a day; you 
bathe frequently. Yet the oil glands of 
your skin haven’t dried up, have they? 
Your body hasn’t undergone any special 
process of shrivelling under an overdose of 
soap and water. If you perspire and pick 
up dirt and dust out of the air, your scalp 
is like magnetized flypaper as compared to 
your smooth body-skin, which is protected 
by clothing anyway. It simply grabs at 
all the passing molecular debris. It tangles 
with everything it can find on the outside, 
and adds dry skin, oil and falling hair 
(dandruff in other words) to the general 
| mixup. 
| Remember that dandruff is a natural 
result of the constant throwing-off of skin, 
oil and dirt particles from the scalp. You 
can’t “cure’’ it, but you can, with constant 
shampooing and massaging, keep the skin 
free of it and avoid the inexcusable ‘‘white- 
shoulder” and unpleasant odor of the 
careless. 

The beauty expert will admit that, for 
the present, weekly shampoos are com- 
paratively satisfactory; unless you are 
engaged in work or play that takes you out 
into daily contact with the elements— 
the groggy, more clogging elements. Then 
you'll have to shampoo with your tub or 
shower. It seems reasonable to believe 
that the oftener hair is washed, the more 
opportunity is given for oil glands to oper- 
ate undisturbed. This is his contention. 
Healthier, shinier, dust-free hair is the 
answer. 

Incidentally, there’s little need to men- 
tion that the debutante’s hair depends on 
the amount of patient brushing and tender 
washing of a young scalp with good sham- 
poos that were conducted by the fond 
mother. In the unenlightened, pre-per- 
manent days, adoring and hopeful parents 
coaxed and wheedled ringlets out of stringy 
strands. Consequently a lot of brushing 
got by in the effort, and long, shining plaits 
or mantle of lovely hair was the reward. 
Short hair and modern beauty parlor 
methods have done away with much of 
that. But the brushing and shampooing 
should be a ritual of mothers to which they 
cannot pay too much heed. 

Then, in those rough and tumble school 
days, when the basketball court, the corner 
lot play-field, the arm-entwining, comb- 
borrowing intimacy of youth make the 
care of the hair so important, constant 
shampooing should be engineered by 
mothers, whatever the protest. It’s doubly 
important then. 





|It’s new .. . it’s different... a 
| wonderful improvement over hit and 
miss makeup methods... Marvelous 
the Eye- Matched Makeup, by 
Richard Hudnut. 

This new beauty principle ends 
clashing colors. ‘The complete Mar- 
velous makeup is a beauty ensemble 
| that matches. Face Powder, rouge, 

lipstick, eye shadow and mascara, 
all blend into a scientific color 
symphony. 

And — more important — here’s 
makeup that you can easily choose 
with the certainty that it matches 
you! For it is keyed to your own 
personal color, the color that never 
changes, the color of your eyes. 

Eight out of ten girls who try 
Marvelous Eye-Matched makeup 
are lovelier; are immediately more 
glamorous. 

Your eyes give you the key to this 
new beauty harmony. Jf your eyes are 
blue . . . ask for Marvelous Dresden 
face powder, rouge, lipstick, eye 
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“And HE will tell you 
* You’re gorgeous tonight !”” 





shadow and mascara. Jf your eyes are 
brown . . . Marvelous Parisian is your 
matching color. Jf your eyes are gray 
you should have Marvelous Patrician. 
If your eyes are hazel... then Marvel- 
ous Continental is best for you! 

Full size packages of Marvelous 
Matched Makeup are 65c .. . all 
guaranteed for purity by Richard 
Hudnut and now for sale at your 
nearest drug or department store. 

Use Marvelous, the Eye-Matched 
Makeup and hear the man you like 
best exclaim: “You are gorgeous 
tonight”’. 


Copyrighted 1936, by Richard Hudnut, Ltd. 
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® Here’s a complete practical guide 
that will save you time and money. | 
Leading fashion and decorating author- 
ities have designed a group of “ward- 
robes” for you and your home—lovely 
new dresses, coats and suits for you and 
your children; curtains, draperies and 
slip covers to make your rooms gay. 
Singer has put all these plans in one 
handsome “All-Star” Wardrobe Book 
—the pick of summer fashions for you 
to choose from. It illustrates all designs, 





This suit, a Butterick design, is made of 


gray Gannel, wee len world have tells what patterns and types of mate- 

- ee retail value of $29.75. rials to use, gives costs, tells just what 
to do. This book is free—at any Singer 
Shop. 


10c A DAY BUYS A 


MODERN SINGER ELECTRIC 


Through the Singer budget plan, you can buy 
a modern Singer for as little as 10c a day. 
Even the finest Clectric can be yours for only 
slightly more. And to help you in making 
your new clothes, a complete course of per- 
sonal instruction in modern sewing will be 


included at no extra cost. 


SINGER SEWING MAcHINE COMPANY 
(See telephone directory for nearest Singer Shop address) 


This monthly button, shown at left, identi- 
fies Bonded Singer Representatives. (Please 





report if ever misused.) Border is yellow i 
for April, grey for May. Of course they would. At five and fifteen and fifty, new 


clothes are important. Here are some pretty togs that will help 
Mabe ; young hearts over that trying ‘xamination period. Sleeves, says 
e ay Cn a Paris, are short. Even for youngsters. Buttons are important — 

and special. Pleats — little tailored bow ties — two-piece effects 


* — collars that attract interest . . . they're all reflected in the 
TH gm NLY SEWING MACHINE MADE IN CANADA, junior modes. Coats for little wanderers with the spring urge will 


OF SIA DIAN MATERIALS, BY CANADIAN WORKMEN ward off colds. Patterns described on page 95 at 15 cents. 
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(Continued from page 9) 





“Will it? I sometimes wonder,” Diane 
| said grimly, and jumped and looked at her- 
self in the mirror, leaning on the palms of 
| her hands and looking close into her own 
| eyes as if she could read an answer there. 

Suddenly she made up her mind to 
| something. She would see Rosemary 
just see her, and maybe she could feel 
| better about everything. 

“Get out, all of you,” she said with 
| privileged rudeness. ‘The show doesn’t 

begin until tomorrow.”” Then she looked 
| repentantly at them: “I don’t mean to be 
| nasty, darlings; I’m just all strung up, 
| that’s all.” 
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Tante, with her brisk efficiency, whisked ays LATER plind- 
them out of the room. ‘You'll punish a A FEW ene play Dick sold - « 








tennis ball, or go ride horseback, or take 
out your car and endanger the lives of some 
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FLEXEES NEWEST TRIUMPH 


The back is cut vividly low 
—yet skillfully erases rolls 
Ye ire Mim itel ee Csre ate! 
back .. completely flattens 
the diaphragm. . holds the 
bust round, firm and high. 
V«FLEX gives you a graces 
ful, slender silhouette and 
a smoother line under your 
sheers and chiffons. In 
IwineControl for the avers 
age figure — SupereControl 
land Cana ie dae eet 
leading stores. $5 to $29.50 
. 
ARTISTIC FOUNDATIONS, INC. 
417 Fifth Avenue .. New York 
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TWIN AND SUPER-CONTROL 
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Model illustrated $20.00 


Manufactured in Canada by 


FLEXEES (CANADA) LTD. 
240 Richmond Street W. 
Toronto, Canada 





pedestrians, or something,” she ordered. 

“But you'll have to get out of this house 

and pull yourself together. You're past 
| enduring, my pet.” 
“IT know,” Diane said contritely, and 
| kicked off her white crépe wedding slippers, 

and put on some flats and a little yellow 
suit. So sunk she was that she pulled on 
the white felt hat without glancing in her 
| mirror. At the last minute she came back 
| and picked up Tommy Tanner’s unread 
letter, and jammed it in the pocket of her 
| topcoat. 

She backed her little car out of the big 
garage, as large as many people’s houses, 
| and roared around the circular drive and 





| down through the trees on to the main road | 


to the village. She was trembling a little 
with excitement. 

Suppose someone saw her driving up to 
Rosemary’s house? By night everyone in 
the village would know that her car had 
stood outside Rosemary’s yard; everyone 
would be speculating as to what that visit 
had meant. Everyone, all her friends and 
all Rosemary’s friends, would be arguing, 
for it wasn’t possible to live in a village and 
not be on one side or the other. 

She stopped her little green car at the 
curb, and without glancing to the right 
or left, leaped out and ran through the 
narrow gate and up the short walk to the 
little white house where Tante and Rose- 
mary lived so quaintly and merrily. Diane 
had known the house since she was a little 
girl; she had cried because she couldn’t 
live in it with them, when she was six. 
On Tante’s day off, she had sometimes 
come stealing to this gate and inserted her 
lonely little body through it, even though 
she had Tante six days and this one was 
Rosemary’s small share. 

Sometimes they had taken her in, and 
she had lived that enchanted day with 
them, eating strawberries for tea, saying 
her prayers in French, and sleeping beside 
Rosemary in her little white bed, happy 
because they were almost-sisters. But 
sometimes Tante had phoned up and had 
a chauffeur come and take her home. 

Even ther Rosemary had worn her 
clothes as she outgrew them, and even then 
they had waited for life until the poor little 
girl stepped into them. Then the skirts 
were a little crisper, the sashes a little 
sassier, and all the good times Tante had 
imagined into them as she sewed, had 
blossomed around them. Rosemary had 
always lived Diane’s cast-off life, and as 
soon as it came to her, it was a beautiful 
life. Always, that is, until Tommy Tanner; 
and that was somehow reversed. 

Determinedly, Diane lifted the knocker 
on their absurd little door. In a panic she 
realized that she had no idea what to say 
when Rosemary opened that door. For a 
moment she thought she’d better run 
away, as she always felt when she had 
come uninvited on Tante’s day off. 

{Continued on next page } 











HAND SKIN 
IS DIFFERENT... 


instead of oil such as your face 
has, hands have a peculiar non- 
oily moisture that dries out easily. 
To make hands smooth, you have 
to put this moisture back. Jergens 
Lotion does this! 


Ror# wind and work dry out the 
skin on your hands, which has 
almost no natural oil for protection. 
Then hands get rough and “prickly,” 
criss-crossed with tiny, oldish lines. 


A few days’ faithful use of Jergens 
Lotion will take years off your hands 
—make them soft and white again. 


1017 
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Easy to have hands men remember 


Its two famous ingredients work these 
miracles because Jergens puts mois- 
ture back—makes the skin naturally 
soft by getting tnside the cells. 

Scientific tests show that it goes 
in more completely than any other 
lotion tested! You can tell this your- 
self because Jergens never feels 
sticky on the surface. 

Get Jergens today! See how much 
smoother the very first application 
makes your hands. It’s sold at drug 
and department stores, 25¢, 50¢ and 
$1. (There’s a handy 10¢ size, too.) 


GENEROUS TRIAL BOTTLE to show 
you how quickly and completely Jergens 
goes into the skin . . . makes hands soft and smooth. 


Fill in and mall coupon to The Andrew Jergens Co., Ltd 
Sherbrooke Street, Perth, Ontario, Canada. 
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transparent, pasteless, highly indelible 




































A cap that has nine lives—and every 
one with a different personality! You 
can wear it frontways, sideways, tilted, 
or primly straight—it looks interesting 
at any angle. Try it with tweeds or 
sports clothes, and then turn around 
and wear it with your town coat. 
It won't take you more than half an 
hour to make in corduroy velvet, or 
material to match your coat. Cut 
the material 18 ins. long by about 11! 
ins. wide, double it over and seam up 
the sides. Turn up the bottom I!/, 
ins. round inside and make a tiny 

ridge of stitching along the top, and 

your cap is made. Here we show you 

five smart different ways to wear it. 









Now... for lips... TaTroo instead of 


NM Bs Prat 


lipstick! Vibrant, exciting South Sea 
color...luscious and appealing instead of 


' 
i 
4 
“just red!’’ Transparent and pasteless in- 

If you have high cheek- 1 
bones and rather a long i 
face, put the hat on 
square and pull down 
one point over your 
right ear, as in the 
photograph. Or leave 
both points standing 
jauntily upright, as 
shown in the sketch, left. 


stead of opaque and pasty. Chap-proof 
... actually makes lips smoother... 
younger . . . soft and caressing as a tropic 
breeze ... much more desirable than the 


rough, wrinkly lips that always result 


from the use of ordinary indelible lip- 
stick. TATTOO! Put it on... let it set... 
wipe it off. Only the color stays...and it 
really stays...regardless. Tattoo your lips! | 
Test all five of TATTOO’s | 






Set the cap sideways on your 
thrilling shades on your head, then dent the top like a 
man's trilby. This style suits 
upturned collars, and is flatter- 
too Color Selector ing to upturned noses, tool 


own skin at the Tat- 


displayed in your | 


favorite store. 


CORAL - EXOTIC + NATURAL | 

nee The star turn to go with your very Perch it on sideways, with the top 
smartest outfit. Wear the cap side- seis jeanion down the coniee of your 
ways, pull the back point down and 
pin a rosette of ribbon or a pompon 
on the front point.—Highly dramatic. on your forehead to eye level. 


face, and pull the front point down 





Have You a Personal Problem? 


Something troubling you? Are you up against a situation which seems to demand experienced 
advice from someone who can remain utterly impersonal? 
Chatelaine offers you this help through the new Forum of Human Relationships — ‘Getting 
Along Together" — conducted by a noted Canadian professional man who, for obvious reasons, 
is remaining anonymous. 
Write to the Counsellor, Chatelaine, 481 University Ave., Toronto. Enclose, of course, a stamped 
addressed envelope for your reply. 
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A South Sea Adventure... for Lips "GETTING ALONG TOGETHER" — A NEW CHATELAINE FEATURE - 
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be?” Rosemary asked lightly, turning the 
knife in her heart. But before Diane could 
answer, she talked on rapidly. “I’m sorry 
to seem inhospitable, Diane, but I’ve got 
so much to do. If you'll excuse me, I’m 
packing.” 

“T’ll come upstairs with you,’’ Diane 
said. “All my packing has been done for 
days, and I didn’t get a taste of it. I did 
pack one bag with odds and ends, books 
and a pencil sharpener and two bars of 
chocolate to eat in the night, and some of 
Tommy’s favorite cigarettes—things like 
that—but Tante dumped them out scorn- 
fully.” She wanted to be friendly with this 
lost almost-sister, but she found herself 
saying cruel things and wanting to say 
them, because Rosemary was so sweet and 
defenseless, and because it was so easy to 
understand why Tommy had loved her. 

“Please, Diane, I’m sorry, but I must 
get going,”” Rosemary said piteously. 

“Let me drive you to the railroad 
station,” Diane said. “I think it would do 
this town good to see us driving off to- 
gether.” 

“Can you bother about a town?’”’ Rose- 
mary asked wonderingly. ‘‘Well, I sup- 
pose you’re happy. I keep forgetting that 
you’re happy.” 

“I keep forgetting it myself,”’ Diane said. 
“Well, I'll remember tomorrow, doubt- 
less.” 


BUT ROSEMARY made no reply to this 
thrust, and both ran upstairs and finished 
putting Diane's cast-off clothes into her 
cast-off bag. Rosemary was thankful she’d 
packed the pictures first. deep at the bot- 
tom of the bag. It would have been bad 
enough for Diane to know that Tommy’s 
picture was there; it would have been 
unbearable to have her see her own picture 
beside it. 

Now the note was written to Tante; the 
little house was locked. and they were in 
Diane’s long car, ready to start. They 
drove through the shady streets, not say- 
ing much, and conscious of the people who 
stared unbelievingly after them. 

“It’s so easy to make legends,’”’ Diane 
said. ‘They'll be telling this when we’re 
grandmothers, Rosemary. And the orchids 
will all go to you.” 

“The orchids to me and Tommy to 
you,”” Rosemary said, and tried to smile. 

“Would it be indecent to talk about 
him?” Diane asked. 

“Tante says if it’s good enough to think, 
it’s good enough to say,” Rosemary re- 
minded her. ‘And we think about him, 
God wot.” 

“We think about him plenty.” 

“Well, why did you do it, Diane?” 

“Want to know really?”’ She narrowed 


her green eyes and glanced at the girl 
beside her. ‘‘Well, to see if I could.” 

“If you could—what do you mean?” 

“You’d always had everything I 
wanted,”’ the rich girl said. “Everytbody 
loving you, when everybody was only 
envying me. You always had a better 
time in my worn-out clothes than I did in 
the freshest new ones. You had everything 
you wanted and I had everything I could 
buy.” 

“That’s silly.” 

“So I thought I’d see if I could get 
something without buying it.” 

“And did you?” Rosemary asked with 
such deliberate frankness that there was 
no insolence in the question. But the 
honesty and vanity in the other girl sud- 
denly clashed and froze to icicles for stab- 
bing. 

“TI certainly did,” she said between her 
teeth, while her mind was running around 
desperately looking for something unfor- 
givable to say to hurt Tommy’s old girl. 

“And he loves you very much,” Rose- 
mary said through white lips. ‘You're 
sure of that?” 

“He says he never knew he could love 
anyone so much,” Diane said with glib 
fury. “‘He says he never knew what love 
was.”’ And then her mind found that sharp 
weapon it was seeking. “If you want to 
see how much he loves me,” she said, “‘you 
might reach in that pocket next to you and 
glance at this morning’s letter.” 

“T couldn’t,”” Rosemary said in a whis- 
per, ‘‘I just couldn’t.”’ Then she was quiet 
a few minutes, and Diane could see by her 
pale profile that she was thinking. (“If I 
saw his own darling handwriting talking 
about love to another girl, that ought to 
cure me,”’) Rosemary was thinking wildly. 

“Matter of fact, I would like to read it,” 
she said in a muffled little voice, and 
reached into Diane’s pocket and took out 
the big lumpy envelope. A swift dizziness 
swept over her when she saw the silhouette 
of Tommy’s bold handwriting across the 
envelope. 

“But . . . it’s not opened yet,” she 
said. 

“I’ve been too busy to read it today,” 
Diana said, almost impudently, although 
it was true. “You might read it aloud to 
me—”’ 

“I can’t read it,” Rosemary repeated, 
and her fingers were trembling against the 
envelope. She looked once more at the 
writing and set her round little chin, and 
tore the letter open. The crisp paper— 
Heavens! the same paper he used last 
year—cut her finger, but she didn’t notice 
that. 

She sat silent in a shroud of rapt absorp- 

{Continued on page 53} 








Secret Adoption 


(Continued from page 24) 





complete success, if a rather frightening 
one. We realized what our position would 
have been if it hadn’t worked. We were 
taking one of the greatest chances, outside 
of actual legal wrongdoing, that two re- 
spected individuals could take with their 
position in the community. But we wanted 
Tommy to begin life with the children of 
our friends and to meet them on their own 
level. He will never have any reason, real 
or fancied, to cringe from his associates, 


and as he grows older he is assured of all 
the solid respectablity of birth which 
society somehow refuses to ignore. Child- 
ren born out of wedlock, no matter what 
the circumstance, start life with an unfair 
but very real handicap. 

Funny! We have almost forgotten our- 
selves that Tommy came to us as he did. 
His birth is spoken of as naturally as that 
of any child, and he will never know that 
he is not our own flesh and blood. 

Our feeling for him? We couldn’t love 
a child more. He is so sweet and bright 
we are prone to wonder if we would have 
been so lucky with our own offspring! 
Relatives on both sides adore him. 

Before long, we hope to be in a position 
to supply a much felt need, a companion 
for Tommy—a baby sister, perhaps. 

And it will be done in the same way. 
For we know it will work. 


HATE TO MEET 
TOM WITH 
THIS ROUGH 

SKIN 
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GRAND! PONDS 
VANISHING 
CREAM FIXES 
THAT 
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SWELL TIME 
SKIN'S HEAVENLY 
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BRING OUT NEW FRESH SKIN 
—SMOOTH FOR POWDERING 








MISS MARY AUGUSTA BIDDLE 
€ says: “Right before I powder, I use Pond’s Vanishing Cream to soften 
my skin. The minute it touches roughness—the roughness goes!” 


VEN when your skin is rough “just in 
spots”—it’s enough to spoil your 
whole make-up. And ruin your evening, 
too! You feel so self-conscious—you just 
can’t be your own gay self. 
Yet you can melt these rough spots 
smooth—in just a few seconds! 


That roughness you feel is not a living 
part of your skin. It’s only a dead layer 
hiding the smooth, good skin beneath. 
Look at skin magnified, as in small picture 
below—and right on top you see the rough, 
flaky particles sticking out every which 
way. Really old dead skin cells! 


Dermatologist explains 


As a leading dermatologist says: “Since 
surface skin is constantly drying out, thick- 





The epidermis, magnified 
many times, shows how 
dead surface cells on top 
Sp S make skin rough, uneven. 
ening with horny cells—the young supple 
cells beneath have no chance to be seen. 
Yet, once the old dead cells are melted 
away, the young underlying cells become 
the surface skin—naturally very smooth 
and soft. This melting can be done with a 
keratolytic cream (Vanishing Cream).” 


Try Pond’s Vanishing Cream to see this 


A oraie Eee 


melting principle in action, The instant 
Pond’s Vanishing Cream touches your skin, 
dry roughnesses melt from sight. New skin 
comes out—fresh, smooth, nice to touch! 
All this softness, won so quickly, shows 
why Pond’s Vanishing Cream is talked of 
as such a “perfect powder base.” 


For a smooth make-up — After the morn- 
ing cleansing, put on Pond’s Vanishing 
Cream—just enough to film your skin 
faintly. It disappears—so does every single 
roughness. You can’t help but like the new 
pearly softness of your skin—and the 
smooth way powder clings! 


Overnight for lasting softness — Follow 
your nightly cleansing with a Pond’s Van- 
ishing Cream treatment. Leave it on over- 
night. The cream won’t show—your face 
won’t be shiny—there’s nothing sticky to 
smear the pillowcase. Yet, all night long, 
this invisible cream brings your skin a finer 
softness, a more youthful look! 





Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd, 
8-Piece Dept. E, 167 Brock Ave.,‘Toronto, 

Ont. Rush 8-piece package contain- 
Package ing special tube of Pond’s Vanishing 
Cream, generous samples of 2 other Pond’s Creams 
and 5 different shades of Pond’s Face Powder. I en- 
close 10¢ for postage and packing. 


Name__ 





Street 





Clie. — > nue eee 
' Made in Canada 
Ali rights reserved by Pond’s Extract Co. of Canada, Ltd. 
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“GOTHIC” is the name to shop by if you want the cleverest design, smartest cut 
and greatest comfort in a brassiére. It's new! Gothic brassiéres are scientifically 
designed and cut with a Cordtex fabric support which lifts and moulds the 
busts to fashion’s form with perfect comfort to the wearer. 


@ No harmful sagging—no equally harmful pressure from tight shoulder straps. 
Yourwill always look right and, better still, feel right. 


@ The Gothic Cordtex Arch won't sag, crush, wrinkle or shrink. It gives proper 
support throughout life of brassiére. Is smoothly finished inside, and upper 
and lower sections are fagotted so as not to show through sheer, fitted dresses. 
Ask to see the Gothic before buying. At corsetidres, everywhere, 


By the makers of the famous Nu- Back, D & A, and Junior League Foundation Garments 


DOMINION CORSET COMPANY LIMITED 


QUEBEC, P.Q. 


Chatelaine Service Bulletins on Beauty Culture 


Concise—Authentic—Essentially Helpful 


HOW TO CARE FOR YOUR HAIR 
Bulletin No. 16—10 cents 


A LOVELY SKIN 
Bulletin No. 18—10 cents 


HOW TO BE FRESH AS A 
FLOWER ; 
Service Bulletin No. 19—5 cents 


BEAUTIFUL HANDS 
Bulletin No. 15—5 cents 


hoe tow be» 


Fresh as a Flower 


SF By the Besery Barner 


DRESSING YOUR FACE 
Bulletin No. 17—10 cents 


Order from CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 


481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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WONDERFUL FOR 
THESE SKIN BLEMISHES 


Wonderful, thousands say, how the soothing penetration 
of CUTICURA Soap and Ointment helps banish ugly 
skin irritations due to external causes. Wonderful, how 
this mildly medicated Soap cleanses and soothes—how 
the Ointment relieves and helps heal! Wonderful, you'll 
agree, as even the first application aids and comforts. 
Ointment 25c. Soap 25c. Write for FREE sample to “Cuticura,” 
Dept. 11D, 286 St. Paul Street W., Montreal. 


CUTICURA orn’ 
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| THEN THE door was opened and it was | 


too late, for Rosemary was looking at her 
for the first time this year, and they were 
no longer two little girls, one very rich 
and lonely and one very poor and blessed, 
but two women, victorious and defeated. 
Rosemary was wearing a little turquoise 
linen sport frock that had belonged to 
Diane, and Diane saw with irrelevant keen- 
ness that the brown scarf, now knotted 
trimly around the neck, was what the 
dress had always needed. 

“Why, Diane—come in,” Rosemary 
| said, after that first instant of realizing 
| they were no longer little girls who loved 

each other. Two armed women now! 

“I came to see you,” Diane said redun- 

dantly. Inside, the little house was just 


the same, smelling faintly of tea and the | 


pine cones Tante kept in the basket beside 
the small fireplace. There were the same 
thin, faded rugs scrupulously swept, and 
there, too, was the cracked window-pane 
where Diane had once exuberantly thrown 
her penny-bank during a noisy tea. There, 
on the wall, was the dear, silly picture 
Tante had had taken of the two of them, 
looking abnormally seraphic. An unreas- 
onable home-sickness for that day swept 
over Diane, but Rosemary, who was the 
more unhappy of the two, was too absorbed 
in this vile day to remember any other. 

“I came, really, to ask you to come to 
my wedding, Rosemary,” Diane said. “I 
think it would be a very decent thing for 
you to do.” 

“Do you?” Rosemary said. “‘Well, I’m 
not particularly interested in your ideas 
of decency.” 

“Oh,” Diane said. ‘Well, if that’s how 
it’s going to be.” And they were both 
silent, very much as they had been silent 
when they quarrelled as children. They 
looked down, their eyes afraid of being 


melted by the sight of the other’s suffering | 


face. Diane, as she always had, sought 
about for something to wound the other, 
because she loved her the most and didn’t 
want to love her at all. 

“Matter of fact, I thought it might be 
well to have you come,” she said coldly, 
“so you’d not be tempted to forget that 
Tommy Tanner is married.” Rosemary 
looked at her, seeing then that she was 
hurt and so forgetting her own wounds. 

“Diane,” she said, and there was sad- 
ness and reproach in the name: “You 
don’t need to say that kind of thing to me.” 

“Exactly,” Diane cried very loudly and 
angrily. ‘“That’s the way you always fight. 
You simply won’t let me be nasty in peace. 
That’s why I get so furious with you.” 
She was nearly crying now, and it enraged 
her all the more, so that she thrust her 
fists down into her pockets and bruised one 
knuckle on the sharp bulge of Tommy’s 
letter. 

“There’s nothing to be furious with me 
about any more,” Rosemary said reason- 


ably, and a little tiredly. In her heart she | 


was saying, “Oh, my darling, it will be 
nice when we're old middle-aged ladies 
and can forget all this. I’m very homesick 
for you sometimes. It’ll be so nice when 
we can forget all this and have each other 
again.” But she only looked steadily at 
Diane, and wondered if she, too, ever 
thought that. 

“That wasn’t the reason I wanted you 
at my wedding,” Diane said in a relaxed 
voice. “I just wanted you there.” 

“I know. Well, I can’t come because 
I’m going away.” 

“Tante didn’t tell me.” 

“Tante doesn’t know,.”’ Rosemary said. 
“I’m running away. I’m getting a job.” 

Diane said quickly: ‘And who'll take 
care of Tante now that I’m gone. She 
ought to have one of us.” 

“She'll get along,” Rosemary said. 
‘‘Tante is so full of love, she’ll always find 
somebody that needs her. She'll be all 
right.” 

“In a few years she can take care of my 
children,” Diane said. ‘‘Mother’ll keep 
her on until then, sewing and stuff. I 
couldn’t think of raising children without 
Tante.” 

“Your children—how many will there 
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New Light on a 
Vital Subject 





The makers of “Rendells’’ have 
prepared in ‘Personal Hygiene” 
a new booklet giving, clearly and 
concisely, information vitally im- 

rtant to the welfare and well- 
Sains of every married woman. 









“PERSONAL HYGIENE” 


Send for your copy of this booklet and read how 
“Rendells ’, at body heat, quickly melt to soothe a 
protective film over delicate membranes and 
tissues. _ Address: The Lyman Agencies Lid., 
286 St. Paul St. West, Montreal. 








“Rendells” are simple, easy and ready-to-use. 
effecting complete antisepsis yet harmless as 
urest oils. Individually foil-wrapped in boxes of 
72. Just ask your druggist for 


RENDELLS, 





Address Label Shows When 
Your Subscription Expires 


HE last line on the address label 

on this copy indicates clearly the 
issue and year with which your 
present subscription expires. 
To keep our representatives in all 
parts of Canada advised as to 
expiration dates is impossible, so 
when called upon— 


If In Doubt Consult Your Label 










There are imitations but 
| nothing to equal this 
perfectly made spring 
steel hair grip. 


The first cost 
may be a little 
more than the cheap 
copy but it will out- 
last every competitor and 
maintain its springy hold. 


Supplied plain or waved, 
silk or shell covered and paste set 
for evening wear. Also in larger 
sizes particularly suited to present- 
day hairdressing. 


Made in England by the Patenteeguo 
KIRBY BEARD & CO. LTD., 
BIRMINGHAM, 


Sold by The T. EATON CO., and 
high class stores. 


Be Lure you am ae 
‘Wawa T/A oY SoZ 70 ATT 


t 
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Those Pampered Bulges 


(Continued from page 4) 





be slightly drawn in if you are correct in it. 

Inhalation is continuous. Retain the 
breath a few seconds. Exhale by mouth 
slowly, chest firm; draw abdomen in a 
little and lift it upward slowly as the air 
leaves the lungs. Relax. Repeat seven 
times. 

That is complete, deep breathing. Grand 
for cold prevention, circulation, muscles, 
and the whole blood stream. 

Exercise. Keep on with your favorites, 
but a dozen times a day lie down flat and 
straight on the floor, toes pointing farthest 
away from your nose, hands at sides; raise 
feet slowly, slowly from the hips and as 
slowly lower them to the floor. As long as 
you can bear it. 

Another good one is to rotate the head, 
shoulders, waist and hips gently and slowly 
all together, and don’t leave out one of 
them. Try it to music with relaxed hands 
high above the head. 

Keep the mind on exercise while you do 
the housework. Scrubbing a bathroom is 
just about perfect, especially if there is an 
old-fashioned tub with legs. Hundreds of 
women haven’t been down on hands and 
knees swaying a scrub brush for years. 
When all the tiling is clean, step into a 
warm bath, finish with cold water, wrap 
a towel round the offending hips and slap 
hard on the rear. 


Food. The foregoing will start to rid 
you of barnacles, but beware of putting on 
more. Tons of literature have been printed 
on diets. A medical research man who has 
looked over most of them told me the 
majority of people may thrive and now 
grow fat with a moderate amount of 
balanced food. ‘‘Moderate and balanced,”’ 
he said. 

On the whole it is safe to limit potatoes 
and cut bread to the minimum. That goes 
for sandwiches and biscuits, too. Butter 
and whipped cream must be eyed warily, 
and avoided altogether if there is cheese for 
dessert. Remember the fat possibilities of a 
deeply frosted cake are considerable, and 
that pastry is congealed fat plus starch. 
Unless a menu is carefully planned it will 
inevitably be overloaded with starches 
and fat. Keep a hawk’s eye on both, and 
remember that bread and butter plates on 
the dinner table aren’t smart anyway. 

Three meals a day are sufficient for any 
woman not engaged in heavy manual 
labor. Shun teas and late suppers with 
firm voice. If they are just too tempting, 
then omit a meal and take your cake. 

Stand up after eating; stand a lot: and 
when you sit, sit in an upright chair with 
spine straight and abdomen where mother 
nature intended it to be. Take a page from 
the men and order cheese or fruit instead of 
a sweet. Walk somewhere daily. 

That too, too solid flesh, the hideous 
hip spread, the flabby muscles of waist 
and hip can be changed. Not in the twink- 
ling of an eye, perhaps, though a month of 
right routine, with liberal common sense 
and practically no waste of time, will 
make some difference. Incidentally there 
is a bonus to be reaped in clear skin, 
bright eyes, and that sense of well-being 
everybody desires. 





The BEAUTY BOX by ANNABELLE LEE 


@ Eyes are the most important key 
to any face. You notice them first, 
remember them longest. Every 
woman you know wears variations of 
blue, brown, grey or hazel eyes. Now 
any woman can have a complete 
make-up matched to her own color. 


ee 


@ |t's a logical idea. When you buy 
a new dress or a new hat, the color 
of your eyes is all important. Most 
women don't know how to match 
their make-up effectively. Now it's 
all done for you; and done in a way 
that is sure to be flattering as it 
plays up to your most important 
feature — your eyes. Powder, lip- 
stick, rouge and eye-shadow, in 
matched groups, will solve many a 
woman's bewildered selections. 


* *~ * 


® Make-up is dramatic and exciting 
this spring. A famous beauty expert 
wires from Paris that smart women 
are bringing in samples of their cloth 
so that their makeup can match it! 


* * * 


@ There's a new skill, too, in using 
eye-shadow. Lustrous oils act as a 
base for all smart eye make-up. 
Violet iridescent shadow is devastat- 
ing with violet accessories. Blue 
shades make blue accessories and 
blue eyes just that much bluer. 
* * * 


® An idea always seems so simple— 
after somebody else has thought of 
it. A noted beauty house is making 
lipsticks with a little mirror that flips 
up when the lipstick is pulled out. 


There you are all set for a "close-up" 

of your mouth, without the usual 

hunting around for a mirror. Tricky. 
* * * 


@ Ever realize that smartly groomed 
nails are the smartest accessories you 
can wear? Especially now that women 
are growing so color conscious. Here 
are three simple rules to remember in 
wearing the right nail polish, 


* * * 


® Rose is perfect with the new shades 
of violet, powder, smoky blues, 
purple, dubonnet and rose pinks. 

* * * 


® Ruby is popular with black. Also 
good Ba. gone such as pastel 
and greys. Don't wear it with red, 
unless it's the same deep tone. 

* * * 


®@ Wear rust polish with warm colors 
— the new British tans, brick reds, 
copper shades. Good for all colours 
that contain a touch of yellow. With 
navy, your choice of nail polish de- 
pends on the accessories you are 
wearing. 
~ *~ *” 

® There's a delightful new liquid hand 
cream that's a grand protection for 
hands that roughen and chap easily. 
Delicately scented with gardenia, it's 
non-sticky and very pleasant to use. 
Lots of women are finding it a good 
base for powder. 


@ Would you like further information on the 
items discussed in this column? Write to 
Annabelle Lee and she will be glad to tell 


you more about them. 


IF YOU DONT STOP THAT 
WHISTLING ILL SCREAM 





A Bundle of Nerves! Overtired! Irritable! 
. «don’t ignore these signs of trouble 


| enpeivess say when you’re 
a victim of “nerves,” feel 
ready to “fly out of your skin” 
at the slightest provocation—it’s 
usually anindicationofarun-down 
condition and “underfed”’ blood. 


Your blood carries nourishment 
to the muscle and nerve tissues 
throughout your body. When your 
blood is ‘“‘underfed,” these tissues 
go hungry. As a result, your en- 
ergy takes a slump—your nerves 
are jittery, you’re apt to go “up 
in the air” over trifles. 


How Fleischmann’s Yeast 
helps to stabilize the nerves 


Fleischmann’s fresh Yeast, by stimu- 
lating the digestive organs to further 
activity, helps to put more essential 


food into your blood stream, The 


**l FELT LIKE A WRECK. I was 
nervous and irritable. My system was 
sluggish. I knew I had to do something 
definite right off. 

‘*ThenI thought about Fleischmann’s 
Yeast and started eating 2 cakes a day. 
I was definitely better after one week 
—the heavy, sluggish feeling gone.’’ 


Mrs. 8. E. Richardson, Montreal, Que. 








blood then carries this food to your 
nerves and muscles. It builds up a 
new store of energy. Soon, your tense, 
taut nerves calm down—you lose that 
“tired feeling,” find you can be cheer- 
ful without any effort. 

Todo the most good, Fleischmann’s 


“fresh Yeast should be eaten regularly 


twice a day—before meals, or at bed- 
time. Eat it plain, or on crackers, or 
dissolved in a little water or fruit 
juice. Start today! 


It’s your blood 
that “FEEDS” 
your body 


NE of the impor- 
tant functions of 
your blood stream is to 
carry nourishment from 
your food to the muscle 
and nerve tissues of your 
entire body. 

When you find you get 
overtired at the least ex- 
tra effort, it is usually a 
sign that your blood is 
notsupplied with enough 
food for your tissues. 

What you need is 
something to help your 
blood absorb the full 
nourishment from your 
food, so that there is 
more food to carry to 
your muscles and nerves. 


oo corrects Ru n-down 
condition 


Buy Made-in-Canada Goods 


by feeding and 
purifying the blood 
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endo the season 
usually find you 


in a condition of lowered 
general resistance ? 





These spring months are invariably a bad 
time for common ills. So many people 
are affected! 

One reason is that during the past 
months of rigorous winter, of hard work, 
of too little exercise and sunshine, you’ve 
probably been using up your reserve 
forces. At the end of winter your general 
resistance may be low. 

That’s why it’s so important, during 
this “in-between” season, to use measures 
for increasing your general resistance. 

Adex offers you an easy, pleasant aid. 
With every Adex tablet or capsule, you 
get the protective benefits of Vitamin A, 
which specifically helps to increase your 
general resistance. Adex also provides 
Vitamin D, which you should get from 
a special source at this trying season. 

Each Adex capsule will provide you 
with not less than 6,600 units of Vitamin 
A and 1,320 units of Vitamin D. In both 
capsules and tablets, only natural sources 
of the vitamins are used. 

Take Adex routinely every day. That’s 
how to benefit most. You can get it at 
any reliable drug store. And remember — 
Adex is prepared exclusively by E. R. 
Squibb & Sons, manufacturing chemists 
to the medical profession since 1858. 





TABLETS and CAPSULES |, 


SQUIBB 
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| What's Wrong With Our Schools ? | 


More extracts from the avalanche of letters that Laura Drew Alllin's 
article on the Canadian educational system and its faults brought to 
Chatelaine. Unfortunately it was impossible to present many of the 
viewpoints that came from east and west,- but this representative 
selection offers some interesting slants from teachers and parents. 


That the teacher has become a football 
which parents, pupils and educational 
authorities can kick around, is the opinion 
of Arthur E. Irwin, Toronto. As a young 
teacher he sees more parent education, 
rather than child education, as the urgent 
need. How is the teacher to give Johnnie a 
sense of responsibility as a private citizen 
of the country without a certain amount 
of discipline? Would the parent who criti- 
cizes rules forbidding conversation during 
instruction permit John to talk to another 
child outside the door while she is giving 
him instruction? As for English, if parents 
would even try to make their children use 
good English and stop listening to highly 
emotional radio stories filled with poor 
English, the teacher would not use the blue 
pencil so much. 

* * * 

Teachers in general aren’t nags, but they 
get tired of being nursemaid to children 
who were not given home training. And if 
anyone can tell the teacher how to make 
a parent understand that his child is of less 
than average intelligence, he’s a genius. 
The perfect school would meet the require- 
ments of each individual. But could tax- 
payers support such expensive institutions? 

7” * cd 


Compared with the little old red school- 
house, there’s not much wrong with the 
present modern institution, but stacked 
against the visionary school of the future 
there’s plenty, thinks Mrs. Alice Ashcroft 
Thompson, Coghlan, B.C. 

More women on schoolboards, and 
better and more wholesome food for child- 
ren going to school would be valuable 
improvements, she believes. Outdoor 
sports, plenty of activities and a generally 
worth-while outlook on life in the home, 
are influences which the parent can supply. 
The very fact that kindergarten exists at 
all is an argument in its favor. Children 
were once plunged into the three “R’s” 
with no preliminaries. Wenatchi Classes 
are a new educational development that 
promises more individual instruction and 
freedom of expression in school. Dramati- 
zation of study lessons adds interest for 
children. Mr. S. Thompson thinks the 
writer forgot to mention one fault of the 
schools—pampering children with too 
many frée supplies. They do not learn the 
value of property. She also thinks there is 
a tendency to get away from a generally 
sound and basic education—a necessity, 
surely, for any line of activity. 

* * x 


Teachers would be superhuman to 
achieve all that might be done with a forty- 
pupil class, writes Marie Garrett, of New 
Glasgow, N.S. Today they work long 
after the children have gone home, spend 
noon hours or evenings reading essays, 
helping children who have been ill, trying 
to work with mothers, settling the hund- 
red-and-one problems of the school day. 
Besides, they have the problem of children 
from all economic backgrounds thrown 
together. What use to give a study of food 
values when she knows that one third of 
her pupils can only sustain life on their 
parents’ income? During the temperance 
lesson there’s the psychological effect of the 
little snobs across the aisle with their 
sneers, curls, music lessons and party 
manners for the poor little self-conscious 
urchins who are all too aware of the evils 
of drink. You who criticize because we 
have too much order or not enough, do not 
know what “teaching school’”’ means. The 
teacher does not teach school but an aggre- 
gation of individuals, each of whom has 
a particular claim to a special line of treat- 


ment. 


Studies of human activities, the social 
order, movies, reading, jobs, honesty, 
wages, leisure—these are live things that 
should replace some of the subjects that 
are in rigor mortis. Is the school aided in 
its job by our journalism, our business 
codes, our politics? Don’t we ask too much 
of the schools? Do parents take as much 
interest in teachers as they do in hockey 
stars? An all-star staff of the best teachers 
that can be found is a greater civic asset 
than all the hockey teams in the world. 


* * * 


Education consists of developing physi- 
cal, intellectual, aesthetic and moral facul- 
ties—not just in learning to earn a liveli- 
hood, says Jean Dewart Cuthbert, of 
Oakwood, Ontario. Is the school dealing 
with these in “the wrong way at the wrong 
times?” If so, thousands of men and 
women have wasted their lives in their pro- 
fession and taxpayers have thrown millions 
of dollars away. 

~ * ok 


When a child needs punishment at 
school, isn’t the fact often overemphasized 
at home, so that he feels he is misused 
rather than corrected? asks Mrs. Flora 
Gowe, Vancouver. Children of foreign 
parents often advance quickly because new 
Canadians regard the school system as 
something new and wonderful, and do not 
“underrate” it to children. The fact that 
children of rural schools, often under in- 
experienced young teachers, against tre- 
mendous handicaps, hold their own so well 
with urban pupils would indicate that 
“spoon feeding” isn’t always an advantage, 


* * * 

















































Trenchant points about children are 
brought out by Kathleen Riley Dwyer, of 
Dundas, Ontario, when she says: 

Children are actresses and actors; they 
are human, and have splendid imagina- 
tions so that they never fail to respond to 
the interest stimuli. They like to march, 
see straight lines and hear the rhythm of 
marching feet. Children love order, and 
the tripper and day dreamers will respond 
to responsibility. Little folks take pride in 
their desks and property at school. 

Talking is not forbidden, but, as in all 
polite society, it is one person at a time. 
Parents do not choose their children’s 
reading matter carefully enough. That’s 
important. Each year this teacher has her 
pupils write her a personal letter, telling 
of their likes and dislikes in school. No one 
but teacher and pupil see it. In junior 
grades children play store and learn to love 
arithmetic. If every home had a good illus- 
trated dictionary, says this teacher, there 
would be less trouble about spelling. A 
neat and orderly home training is the basis 
for good school work. 

+ Ba 8 

“I have explained to my children the 
part of the load they must carry in order 
that they may satisfactorily complete their 
year’s work,” writes a young teacher from 
St. Hyacinthe, Quebec. 

“We overcame the marching difficulty 
by having one of the pupils play a bright 
tune on the piano. The children cease 
talking in order to hear the music. One of 
my six-year-olds brought the school in to 
‘I Love Coffee—I Love Tea,’ recently. 
A queer march, but he thought it was 
wonderful, and so did the class. 

“Like the woman who can cook for hours 
some days and shrivels at the sight of a 
stove on others, children have their ‘lesson 
moods’ and I try to fit my time-table to 
suit them. Suiting method to pupil rather 
than pupil to method is my system.” 
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When he’s four 
.. be must be told! 


MOTHER and FATHER know everything, 
in his little world. When the time comes 
for him to understand, only they can 
make him realize that there is a way to 
keep most decay from his teeth... the 
Squibb Plan for the care of the teeth 
and gums. 


He must know that one of the most 
important parts of that Plan is thorough 
daily use of Squibb Dental Cream. 


This Dental Cream was created by 
science. The antacid it contains neutral- 
izes the bacterial acids that cause teeth 
to decay, wherever it comes in contact 
with these acids. 


Squibb Dental Cream cleans and 
polishes effectively and is absolutely 
safe. It contains no soap, no harsh 
abrasives, no irritating astringents. 


THE SQUIBB PLAN 


for the care of teeth, gums 


1. Go to your dentist twice a year and 
follow his advice as to the kind of tooth- 
brush and dentifrice to use ; and whether 
you should supplement with dental floss 
and oral perborate. 


2. Check your diet with your physician 
or dentist. 


3. Brush teeth thoroughly,at least twice 
a day, and be sure you use a dentifrice 
scientifically prepared to clean teeth 
effectively, and safely. 


START TODAY on the Squibb Plan for 
the care of the teeth and gums. It costs 


little and may prevent pain, ill health and 
expense later in life. 


E. R. SQUIBB & SONS OF CANADA, LIMITED 
36 Caledonia Road, Toronto, Canada 


The Priceless Ingredient of Every Product 
is the Honor and Integrity of its Maker. 
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Something Borrowed 


(Continued from page 49) 





tion, her dark, brave eyes fastened on 
Tommy’s words marching down the page 
like black warriors. She hardly breathed 
as she read. Twice she moaned without 
knowing what she did. 

“Oh, Diane,” she said once. “Oh, 
darling. .”’ She glanced up at the 
golden girl beside her, and her eyes were 
swimming blindly and she couldn’t speak. 
Diane couldn’t look into her poor little 
slanting face, with the tears unrealized 
upon it. 

For the first time in her life Diane was 
ashamed of something she had done. She 
said to herself in stricken amazement: 
“She looked at me with love! I could do all 
this to her, and still she looks at me with 
love. . . I’ve got to start at the very 
beginning and learn something about love 

. I don’t believe I know what love 
is. . .” And suddenly she saw the truth, 
and the truth is always so much more 
astonishing than accepted illusions. 

They rode in silence for ten minutes and 
the railroad station at Stamford came into 
sight. 

Rosemary said: ‘No matter whatever 
happened, Diane, you know how much 
you’ve always meant to me. I’d have done 
anything for you, all my life. And I still 
would. It broke my heart when I lost 
Tommy, and if I could have suffered any 
more, it would have been because I lost 
you, too.” 

“I’ve managed things stupidly,” Diane 
said. “I’ve always been so jealous of you, 
Rosemary. So jealous and so fond of you. 
I’ve tried to force people to love me. I’ve 
tried to pry it out of them with gifts and 
with rivalry. What’s it feel like to give 
something away?” 

“You ought to know,” Rosemary said 
in a strangled little sob: ‘“‘You’ve given me 
every beautiful thing I ever had.” 

“But I’ve never given you anything I 
wanted myself. I never gave because of 
love, but only because of too muchness,”’ 
Diane said. “I guess I’ll try the other kind 
of giving some time.” She stopped the car 
and glanced at her watch, motioning a 
porter to lift out Rosemary’s bag. 

“Wait here a minute,”’ she said. ‘“There’s 
plenty of time. And I want to send a 
couple of telegrams. . . about my wed- 
ding. ore 

Rosemary, stunned and docile, sat 
where she was, saying over to herself the 
words of Tommy’s letter. A train came in 
and people ran here and there, and a bell 
clanged and steam snarled threateningly, 
and then the train pulled out again and she 


scarcely noticed. Then there were swift 
footsteps on the gravel and she looked up 
to see Diane. 

But it wasn’t Diane; it was Tommy, 
flushed and pale, hot-eyed and dear, and 
somehow worth all the heartbreak he had 


meant. He was stammering nonsense and 
gathering her two little hands into his own. 

“She told you .” he cried. ‘She is 
decent, Rosemary—oh, my darling, I’ve 
been through hell about all this. You're 
forgiving me, aren’t you. . .?” 

The telegraph clerk, looking wild and 
worried, came running out with a sheet of 
yellow paper. 

“Mr. Tanner, telegram,” he said. ‘“‘We 
didn’t have time to send it. Miss Horgan 
wanted you to have it soon as you landed.” 
It was still in Diane’s handwriting, stag- 
gering down the page with mad generosity 
for the first time in her whole life of giving 
away cast-offs. 


“Tommy, you belong to her and I 
only borrowed you, I guess. She is too 
sweet for you and I expect you to behave 
yourself and make her happy. Tell her 
I will trade her my trousseau trunks for 
the bag we packed this afternoon. I 
don’t know just where this train is tak- 
ing me, but I know I don’t belong here 
just now. Tell Tante not to bother with 
the wrinkle, because Rosemary is going 
to wear my wedding dress and it was 
made to fit her. Bye, both of you stop 
don’t stop love 

Diane.” 


They looked at each other as though 
they never could look anywhere else again. 

“Darling,’’ both said at once, and it may 
have meant each other or it may have 
meant Diane. 

“T don’t deserve it,”” Tommy said. “I’ve 
been such a fool, Rosemary. The halfwit 
peasant glanced at by a princess! While 
his own princess waited. You oughtn’t to 
love me, dearest.”” Then he saw that Rose- 
mary was holding in her hands the letter 
he had written Diane. 

“She let you read it?” he asked in sur- 
prise. ‘‘Darling, I had to tell her the truth, 
late as it was. I had to tell her I never 
could love anybody but you, whether you 
loved me or not.” 

“She never read the letter,’ Rosemary 
said. “It just happened that way. She 
gave you up all by herself, without ever 
knowing what you'd written.” 

Tommy was quiet while he grasped this 
circumstance. “Oh, I’m glad,” he said. 
“‘She’ll never have any hurt pride to bother 
with.” 

“She did a fine thing, all by herself, 
without being made to do it,’’ Rosemary 
said with shining eyes. “‘Some angel must 
have helped her do this grand thing and 
then kept her from finding out.” 

“Some angel?” Tommy said a little 
huskily. “You’re the angel, always, 
precious.” 





IT BEING MOTHER'S DAY 


by MONA GOULD 


All things come home, at last, to the Mother Creature; 
Even the plants and trees return to the brown breast of the earth 


that nurtured them, 


Here, | say, is peace and understanding; 

Here there is rest, and the warm unending flow of God-given love. 
Let us not worship her as a goddess, distant and statuesque: 

But rather let us slip our hand into hers, as a child would, 
Desiring to bridge the phalanx of years that stretches between. 
Let us come home again to the Mother Creature 

As the plants and the trees return to the earth, 
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| Anita Counihan, New York’s most popular model says: 





“LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE 





is the best dentifrice ’'ve ever used- 


leaves teeth so bright-so luminous’ 


Wx higher praise could a denti- 

frice have than the approval of 

| lovely women, much of whose success 
depends on their beauty—especially the 
beauty of their teeth. 

It is no accident that so many attrac- 
tive women of studio, stage, and screen 
use Listerine Tooth Paste—and nothing 
else. They have found by comparison 
with others that this gentle dentifrice 
gives better, safer results. 


3 


If you’ve not tried Listerine Tooth 
Paste, do so now. You will be delighted 
to find out how quickly and how thor- 
oughly it cleans teeth without harming 
precious enamel. You'll like the sparkle 
and lustre its modern polishing agents 
impart to tooth surfaces. And you will 
welcome that marvelous feeling of mouth 
freshness that follows its use. Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, (Canada) Ltd., 


Toronto, Ontario. 





To introduce the Dentists Favorite Brush 
(REGULAR 40¢ VALUE) 


New DE LUXE MASSO 


with regular 25¢ size 
Listerine Tooth Paste 





No wonder this brush is so efficient and so serviceable— 


natural unbleached bristles, sealed in 
by the Perma-Grip process. 
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Fora limited time only. 


= 
Brush & Paste made BY and FOR Canadians in Canada 
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HAND-MADE BAGS 


This bag is worked with double thread. 
The front flap has a piece of millinery wire 
all round the edge to prevent the corners 
from curling up. This is kept in position 
with one row of dc; see instruction. 

' Ist row. Work a chain 20 inches long, 
into 2nd ch from hook work 1 dc; continue 
working dc along ch to end, Ich, turn. 

2nd row. 1dc into first dc of previous row, 
continue working dc to end of row, Ich, 
turn. 

Repeat last row 36 times more (approxi- 
mately 4 inches wide). 

39th row. 8dc along row, 8ch, miss next 
7dc of previous row, ldc into next dc and 
continue dc to end of row, Ich, turn. 

Repeat 2nd row 38 time more. 

Now work down side of pochette as 
follows: 

* ldc into each of the first 3dc, miss ldc, 
Ide into next de and repeat from * along 
row ending with ldc into last dc, lch, turn. 
Repeat 2nd row 3 times more. Break off 
thread. 


Side Mattress 


Ist row. Work 8ch, ldc into 2nd ch 
from hook, continue working dc to end of 
row, Ich, turn. 

2nd row. 2dc into first dc of previous 
row, ldc into each of the other dc’s, 2dc 
into last dc, lch, turn. 

Repeat last row once more. 

4th row. 1dc into first de of previous row, 
ldc into each of the other dc’s, Ich, turn. 

Repeat 4th row 48 times more. 

53rd row. Miss l1dc, 1dc into each of the 
next 8dc, miss ldc, ldc into last dc, 1ch, 
turn. 

54th row. Same as 4th row. 

55th row. Miss ldc, ldc into each of the 
next 6dc, miss ldc, ldc into last dc, 1ch, 
turn. 

56th row. Same as 4th row. 

57th row. Miss ldc, ldc into each of the 
next 4dc, miss ldc, ldc into last dc, 1lch, 
turn. 

58th row. Same as 4th row (omitting the 
lch). Break off thread. 

Work another mattress to correspond. 


Can Match Your 


“ 
Summer Costume 


Materials required. 12 balls of Crochet 
Cotton, No. 20s Ecru. 
Crochet Hook No. 1, 
English or No. 2 Amer- 
ican. 
1 Button. 
1 yard millinery wire. 


Tension: 9 double crochet to 1 
inch. 
10 rows to 1 inch. 





Photograph, courtesy 
The Canadian Spool Cotton Co. Ltd. 


Front Handle 


1st row. Work 14ch, into 2nd ch from 
hook work ldc, 1dc into each ch along row, 
ich, turn. 

2nd row. 1ldc into first de of previous 
row, ldc into each of the other dc’s, lch, 
turn. 

Repeat last row 18 times more. 

21st row. ldc into each dc of previous 
row, omitting the last dc, 6ch, join to 2nd 
dc of previous row. 

Continue working the dc’s tubular until 
the tube measures 16 inches. 

Work end of handle to correspond with 
beginning. Break off thread. 


Back Handle 


Work in same manner as front handle, 
having the following measurements: Flat 
part 41% inches, tube 1214 inches. 

To Make Up. Fold the bag envelope- 
wise, sew side mattresses in position, keep- 
ing the rounded corners at bottom and 
narrow end at top. Work 1 row dc round 
flap, working over wire. Place the flat ends 
of front handle at bottom of pochette and 
along side of side mattress, sew securely in 
position. Measure 34 of an inch up from 
bottom of pochette and 34 of an inch in 
from sides, place the back handle in posi- 
tion and sew round flat parts. Sew button 
into position. 

Abbreviations used: Ch-chain 
Dc-—double crochet 





MY YEAR IN HOLLYWOOD 


A Canadian newspaperman spent a year in Hollywood. What 
he thinks of the stars as he saw them in real life makes an 


intriguing and surprising feature. 


IN THE JUNE CHATELAINE. 
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“a y Shined-— 
nee y-Shod— 


“an Keeps shoes looking smart 
and new —enriching- them with a 
lustrous shine that lasts. It water- 
proofs prevents cracking {- pro- 
longs the liteor ‘he Ieather It will 
keep—the family’s footwear trim 
and shapely—and save ou) money. 


wont ined shoes MAKE the ap- 





(pearance. Depend on Nugget Shoe 


Polish for lasting shoe smartness. 


NUGGET 


SHOE POLISH . 


There's a Nugget shade 
for every shoe } ade 









WES, BECAUSE THEY WEAR 
$0 LONG. wee 


All Hewetson Shoes are mod- 
erately priced, built on scien- 
tific lasts to safeguard the feet 
of growing children, sound 
Canadian workmanship and 
honest value. They are “made 
stronger to wear longer” so 
they are a real economy in 
shoe-bills as well as doctor- 
bills. Ask for Hewetson Shoes 
by name in your own shoe 
store. 


“Made Stranger 
to Wear Longer” 





HEWETSON’S 


aT BRAMPTON, ont 


BUT WITH DEALERS ALL OVER 
CANADA READY TO SERVE YOU 
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Be a Better Bridge Player 


A series of lessons for 


the average player ee 
r 


THE LONGER I play bridge the more I 
believe in self-confidence for the novice. If 
you are a beginner, do not be unduly 
humble over your mistakes: remember that 
every learner makes them, and that even 
expert players go wrong. 

I remember in my early bridge days 
revoking when playing with an expert 
partner, I was overwhelmed with confus- 
ion and felt that I should “go to pieces” 
for the rest of the game. But the great 
man said cheerily: ‘‘Never mind, partner; 
all my fault. It’s my business to see you 
don’t revoke. Besides, it is usually good 
players who revoke, because they are 
thinking of all the possibilities of the 
hand.” 

Now that piece of kindness improved my 
play at once by restoring my self-confi- 
dence, and I have never forgotten the 
incident. So my advice to the beginner is: 
“‘Ha’e a guid conceit 0’ yoursel’.” 

All the same, be willing to learn, for 
once you are a fine player, your enjoyment 
of the game (as well as that of your partner) 
is increased a hundredfold. 

Bridge is a science as well as a game, 
and besides it has two very good points: 
it can be played from youth to old age, 
and it is a fine school for the virtues of 
patience, self-control and courtesy. 

There are innumerable systems, the 
best known being perhaps the Culbertson 
Approach-Forcing system. But they all 
have certain principles in common, though 
the conventions differ widely. 

As for rules— well, every rule should be 
broken occasionally, but until you are 
advanced enough to recognize the excep- 
tionable occasion, it is best to keep to the 
fundamental rules. 

Shall we consider two of these rules 
today? 

1. Do not make an original bid—an 
opening bid—of a suit without at least 214 
(two and one-half) honor tricks in your 
hand, if not vulnerable; or at least 3 honor 
tricks if vulnerable. 

2. To raise your partner’s suit call, on 
the first round, you need four little cards of 
his suit, or three, if one of these is an ace, 
a king or a queen. 

Now what lies behind these rules: 

Let us look at number 1. There are 
thirteen tricks in each deal, of which 8 or 
814 are won by high cards—honors—and 
414 or 5, by small cards. Therefore if your 
hand contains 21% to 3 honor tricks, it will 
probably take four or five tricks if played 
in your chosen suit, and if your partner 
has his share of the remainder you may 
hope to make 7 tricks--one over your 
book. Of course a minimum hand should 
never be rebid without ample encourage- 
ment from your partner. 

Rule 2. Opening bids are frequently, and 


by 
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rightly, made on 4 card suits: therefore if 
your partner calls 1 heart as an opening 
bid, and you hold a good hand, but only 
two or three little hearts, do not—empha- 
tically, do not—call two hearts on the 
first round! Show your own suit, if you 
have one; call two no trump if your hand 
has about 21% honor tricks and no biddable 
suit, but never two hearts. For, if your 
partner has only four cards in the suit and 
you have two, this means that your oppon- 
ents have seven between them. And they 
will get out all your trumps, often by mak- 
ing you trump their high cards, and then 
run their own suit. Of course if your part- 
ner rebids his suit—showing five or six 
cards in it—you do not need more than 
two or three little trumps to support him. 

If possible, keep the bidding open some- 
how over your partner’s original bid. If 
the first opponent passes and you have a 
poor hand, but it contains, let us say, one 
ace and a queen or a couple of kings and a 
jack, call “one no trump.” This says 
plainly: “Partner, I have not enough of 
your trumps to support your suit. I have 
no biddable suit of my own. My hand is 
rubbishy, but in case yours is a very good 
one, I keep the bidding open for you.”’ On 
the other hand, if your cards are all hope- 
less, pass, and leave your partner to his 
fate, even if you have but a singleton in 
his bid suit, and you know the opponents 
are out for slaughter. 

These rules will seem elementary to 
some people, but it does not hurt us to go 
back to first principles now and then, and 
I have known really good, though inex- 
perienced, players come to grief on just 
these small points. 

An opening “one no trump” requires 
rather more strength than an opening suit 
bid. It is sometimes much easier to make 
four hearts or spades, or even five of a 
minor, than three no trumps. Because, of 
course, in no trumps you cannot rough 
either your own losing cards, or your 
opponents winning cards. The ideal no 
trump hand has 3'% or more honor tricks, 
and no singleton or doubleton. 

In case you have forgotten the table of 
honor tricks, I now give a list which is 
accepted by almost all systems in vogue. 


King (guarded) 

Queen, Jack (guarded) 

2 Queens (guarded) 

Ace 

King, Queen in the 

same suit 

Ace, Queen, Jack 

Ace, Jack, 10 

King, Queen, Jack 

Ace, King t 2 honor tricks 
{Continued on page 102} 


\ 16 honor trick 
\ 1 honor trick 


\ 114 honor tricks 
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BRUNETTE 


You May Think It is No.1 When It Really 
is No.3; Or No.2 Rather than No.4 


The Wrong Shade of 
Face Powder Will Make 
You Look Years Older 
Than You Really Are! 


©  Leals Cates 


Are you using the right shade of face powder 
for you? 

That sounds like a rather needless ques- 
tion, doesn’t it? For there is nothing a woman 
selects more confidently than her color of face 
powder. Yet, it is an actual fact, as artists and 
make-up experts will tell you, that many women 
use altogether the wrong shade of face powder. 

The shade they so fondly believe makes 
them look their youngest and most attractive 
does just the opposite and makes them look 
years older than they really are! 

Brunettes think that because they are 
brunettes they should use a dark shade. 
Blondes think they should use a light shade. 
Titians think they should use something else. 


Choose by Trying 


The fact is, you shouldn’t choose a 


(You can paste this on a penny postcard.) (2-11) 


shade between. The only way to tell, therefore, 
is to try all five shades which, experts agree, 
accommodate all colorings. 

So fundamentally sound is this principle 
that I want you to prove it to yourself at my 
expense. I will therefore send you all five 
shades of my Lady Esther Face Powder free 
of charge and obligation. When you get the 
five shades, try all five on. Don’t think that your 
choice must be confined to any one or two 
shades. As I say, try on all five. Maybe the very 
shade you think least suited to you is really 
your most becoming, your most flattering. 


Stays on for 4 Hours 


When you make the shade test of Lady Esther 
Face Powder, I want you to notice, too, how 
smooth this face powder is—how evenly it 
goes on and how long it holds. By actual test, 
you will find this face powder adheres for 
four hours or more. 

Write today for all five shades of Lady Esther 
Face Powder which I offer free. With the five 
shades of Lady Esther Face Powder I will also 
send you a 7-day tube of Lady Esther Face 
Cream. The coupon brings both the powder 
and cream. 


E 
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° $ Lady Esther, Toronto-12, Ontario s 
face powder shade according to your = ~~ : 
ee ad i i $ Please send me by return mail a liberal supply of all five $ 

type or coloring, but according to : shades of Lady Esther Face Powder; also a 7-day supply of your : 
which one 18 the most becoming for $3 Lady Esther Four-Purpose Face Cream. 3 
7 : - 

you. After all, a brunette may have 3 : 
a very fair skin while a blonde may = = Name —sennerenepisaeiitinnin opiineionioak i 
have a dark or olive skin or any : : 
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1 was the one who had the courage 
to be frank with her—‘“‘You have really 
lovely eyes and hair, but I'm afraid 
you're getting Cosmetic Skin”... 


Only a year ago everyone felt so 
sorry for Ellen. She was terribly in 


1 told her this complexion trouble 
develops when powder and rouge 
are not thoroughly removed. She 
began to use Lux Toilet Soap... 


it wasn’t long before her skin began 
to improve, and Bill was almost the 
first to notice. They're going to be 
married in June... 


Don’t risk Cosmetic Skin! 


LEAR, soft skin wins admiration — 
romance. There’s no reason why you 
should lose out. 

If you’re worried about Cosmetic Skin— 
coarseness, dullness, tiny blemishes— begin 
today to use Lux Toilet Soap. It removes 
cosmetics thoroughly. Its ACTIVE lather 
guards against dangerous pore choking. 
Use it before you put on fresh make-up— 
always before you go to bed. 









YES, OF COURSE! BUT 
THANKS TO LUX TOILET 
SOAP, |M NOT A BIT 
AFRAID OF COSMETIC SKIN 


re. . Sal S 
oo , 4 

: ae 
, ose “7 
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The Slender Figure 


(Continued from page 35) 





your face width and making the hollows 
of your throat disappear. A bateau line is 
often successful where the collar-bone is 
| not too prominent. High necks may be 
becoming too, but you will probably find 
that you need some width at the sleeve 
top, or you may wear a pert little bow— 


just something to make your face seem | 
| seemed full of aches and pains, and it was 


| less long and thin. 

| You are just the person who can safely 
revel in conspicuous neckwear. If you 
have a happy expression you can wear 
severe piqué in wide revers or bib-like 
effects. If your thinness makes you look a 

bit prim, then go in for pleated organdies, 
lace or net. 

It is a good rule to remember that arms 
and backs should be well covered with good 
firm flesh or else with material. Angels’ 
wings may inspire poetry, but no poet will 
sing the charms of angular shoulder 
blades. Be, therefore, a little conservative 
about bathing suits, tennis dresses with 
sun-backs and evening gowns that are too 
revealing. Be sure that what does show, 
shows to the best advantage. 


NOW TO consider the short, dainty person 
who tips the scales at ninety pounds or so. 
She has her problems, too. Just as often 
as not, she may have seen her thirtieth 


| 





birthday. She is not always happy to be | 


gently but firmly propelled from the 

Women’s Departments, then on to the 

Misses’, to find herself at last in the Junior 

Misses’ Section where all the gowns are 
| too frequently ridiculously juvenile. 

The short, slender woman must make 
herself important looking in any large 
gathering. At home or with a few people 


if she wishes, but in public she must try to 
add to her stature or make herself a strik- 
ing and outstanding example of smartness. 

For day wear, the straight silhouette 
will give an appearance of height. The 
spring or summer suit can be a severely 
tailored mannish little suit of hairline 
stripe, or it might be a fine wool or heavy 
silk with a simple waist-length coat and a 
narrow wrap-around skirt. A small gar- 
denia or flat flower will be right for the 
boutonniére. The hat should be as small as 
can be worn becomingly and as high as 
possible. You can have an extra lift on 
your walking shoes also. 

You may take a few pointers from the 
clever Japanese and Spanish women. As 
a race the former are rather undersized. 
But by lifting their footgear from the 
ground and by their pretty high hair- 
dressing with its flowers and fanlike pins, 
their tightly wrapped kimonos and their 
air of dignity, they achieve an appearance 
of charming importance. Spanish ladies 
also are often short of stature. They, too, 
adopt the high hairdressing with high 
combs. The devil himself might enter into 
an argument with St. Paul as to the sinful- 
ness of adding a cubit to the stature by 
means of making the crowning glory more 
glorious still. 

On the whole, the problems of the short, 
thin woman are not so difficult as those of 
her taller sister. Both types have good 
points in which they may rejoice. With 
slimness, there is usually litheness, and 
undoubtedly it is possible for both to be 
smart and striking if a little care is taken. 
After all, it is usually just as expensive to 
be wrong as to be right if one considers 
the financial side of the question; and to 
be right is infinitely more pleasing to the 
beholders and satisfactory to yourself. 


CF 


she can be the pastel-tinted, candy-box doll | 


| heavy. 
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Suffered for Months 


From Backache 


Kruschen Helped Him 
Keep His Job 


If you have ever suffered with backache 
you will know just what this man means 
when he says: ‘My back seemed full of 
aches and pains.’”’ No wonder he began to 
feel that his work was getting too much for 
him. Read what he says now: 

“My age is 50. My work is hard and 
Up till recently I felt my work 
beating me more every week. My back 
often a hard task to bath after my shift was 
finished. I suppose I have taken Kruschen 
Salts now for about four months. In my 
case, Kruschen advertisements are 100-per- 
cent truth, and I feel I have to thank 
Kruschen for my daily bread and good 
health.” —G. M. 

The numerous salts in Kruschen help to 
coax your internal organs back to healthy, 
normal action. As a result vou experience 
joyous relief from those old, dragging pains, 
so often caused by a clogged system. And 
as you persevere with the “‘little daily dose” 
of Kruschen the twinges become less and 
less frequent, until finally backache is gone. 


FASCINATING 
HOBBIES 


For Pleasure and Profit 


Soares oO Lamiet, pe ipetin yon & — 
to their nadian t for Free Cata eo 
ARTISTS’ MATERIALS ocd HOMECRAFT SUP. 
PLIES with instructions on Lino-Block Printing, 
Fabric and Glass Painting, Modelling, Leather- 
work, Photo Colouring, etc. 
Write REEVES ART DEPOT 

Dept. ©. 295 Bay St. Toronto, Ont, 
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Wet-Pruf bandage 


Werte eet 





@ An adhesive tape 
that’s 100% Water- 
roof, snow- white. 

ashes clean. Non- 
ravelling, soft, kid-like 
finish that resists soil- 
ing. Get Wet-Pruf 
today. Comes in all 
widths and lengths, 


ra at 










ADHESIVE TAPE 


@ HANDI-TAPE ...a ready-made Wet- 
Pruf adhesive strip, 3 inches long 
with a non-ravel gauze pad... is 
ideal for small cuts and wounds. 

Made by a Famous Surgical Dressing House 
BAUER & BLACK, LTD., TORONTO 


i 


CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 





Mugs the Valiant 


(Continued from page 18) 





Master-with-the-Big-Voice now had the 
car in the yard. And the activity which 
had been going on within the house was 
now going on between the house and the 
car. Things were being carried from the 
house to the car. 

Little Pants and Little Skirts got up 
from the bench, walked to the car, got in, 
and settled themselves in the back seat 
among boxes and valises, still very stiff 
and careful. 

Mistress-of-the-Soft-Voice came across 
the court and got into the car, in the front 
seat by the wheel. 

Back at the house, doors were being 
shut, doors were being locked, windows 
fastened, shutters drawn to. Billy Small- 





Cat came flying out of the living room 
door, whisked out from some soft pillow 
probably where he had been snoozing. 
He landed on the flagging, blinking, back 
arched, trying to look as if he had come 
out of his own free will. 

Master-with-the-Big-Voice came from 
the house, dangling many keys. He slipped 
them into his pocket, climbed into the car 
and settled himself at the wheel. 

Then did Mugs remember what had 
happened that other time long ago. She 
ran to the car, she squatted in the dust, 
and paws on chest begged and begged. 

From above, they were all looking down 
upon her. “Oh, Mugs!” the children were 
saying, half sorrowful, half amused. ‘No, 
no, no,” Soft Voice was saying. ““You must 
stay home, Mugs.” 

She begged. The car began to move. 
She begged. The car made a circle, and 
went out through the gates. It started up 
the lane, still slowly, swaying over the 
rough ground. 

Then Mugs followed after the car, 
creeping low, like a lizard; keeping hidden 
under the projecting top which had been 
let back. She got up the lane quite a way. 

But a small nose peered over the end of 
the projecting top. Little Pants. In a 
moment the car stopped and Mugs cow- 
ered. Master came around the corner of 


the car. “Mugs!” he thundered terribly. 

It was Annihilation itself crackling over 
her head. She turned and loped down the 
lane, speeded on the way by some projec- 
tile that whistled by her ear; she reached 
the yard and stretched on the ground, 
panting, crestfallen and terrified. 

She listened. The car, under way again, 
was creaking up the lane. It reached the 
highway. She heard its light whir along 
the highway up on the ridge. Just as she 
could tell anyone in the family from any 
outside of it, so could she tell this car from 
all cars. It had a little message from her. 
Inside of the noise that it made, and which 
was like that of all other cars, there lurked 
another small special noise. “Gloo-gloo, 
gloo-gloo,”’ it said, telling it was her car. 

She was listening to the little gloo-gloo 
sound. It grew fainter and fainter. It 
finally vanished. 

It was gone. 

The yard was very still. The house, with 
shuttered windows, was dead. Billy Small- 
Cat still stood where he had landed, blink- 
ing. Emptiness, in great folds, came down 
from the sky and established itself all 
around. 


FOR TWO days, torpid Mugs remained 
in the yard. The yard was still, the 
closed house was still; all about was a 
void. It was drained of what had been 
most of her life. Of the voices, the gay 
laughter that was music, of calls of 
“Mugs!” that so pricked her heart with 
delight, of soft hands laid on head. And 
of that ambient Fragrance that was 
Felicity. It was dying fast, the Frag- 
rance; there was still a bit of it along 
the gravel, on the bench, on the ham- 
mock, along the handle of a spade. If 
she could get into the house, she could 
bury her nose in a pillow that would 
hold more. But she knew there was no 
use trying to get into the house. 
Billy Small-Cat did not know this. He 
wondered, an acidly wailing little ghost, 
smelling along baseboards of closed doors 
and shuttered windows. 

He was a remarkably ugly little cat—an 
alley kitten picked up on a trip to the city. 
He looked like two halves of separate kit- 
tens sewed into one. The line where the 
frowsy grey half of him met the soiled 
yellow half of him ran straight along his 
back and divided his face perfectly, so 
that it looked like two halves of distinct 
faces instead of one face. But he had been 
hungry and cold when an alley kitten, and 
now when given milk he purred, when 
given dry bread he purred, when he lay in 
a chair he purred, when thrown off the 
chair he purred, when shooed out of the 
house he purred, if you stepped on his tail 
he purred, he gave humble thanks for 
everything that happened, and ugly as he 
was, he touched all hearts. 

Every day at noon a man came to feed 
them. He opened a can and placed hashed 
meat on their plates; he opened another 
can and poured milk into their saucers. But 
he was a surly man: he never spoke to 
them or seemed to see them. 


ON THE third day, Mugs shook herself. 
She made her morning rounds—the Smith 
garbage can, the {Continued on next page} 










@ AND HERE'S HOW THE 


A Shows the exclusive telescopic feature 
which divides the Nu-Back garment 
right where the greatest body bending 
takes place. This permits the upper and 
lower parts of the corset always to remain 
in place no matter how the body bends. 


B Every feeling of strain is eliminated. 

Shoulder straps stay comfortably in 
place, and do not cut into flesh or tear 
away from top of corset. There is no 
need of loosening straps for comfort. 


Our FREE BOOK presents Fash- 
ion’s last word on Spring's alluring 
styles. Write for your FREE copy. 


DOMINION CORSET 
COMPANY LIMITED 


QUEBEC, P.Q. 


For you... lovely, 
fascinating eyes like 
those of the exotic 
South Seas maiden... 


Needs no water to apply —really waterproof ! 


TatTToo your eyelashes with this smooth, new cream 
mascara and your lashes will instantly look twice their 
real length; the South Seas enchantress’ own way of 
achieving truly glamorous eyes. More waterproof than 
liquid darkeners; won't run or smear. Easier to apply 
than cake mascaras; in fact so easy to use that your very 
first try yields a perfect result. Won't smart. Harmless. 
Actually makes lashes soft and curling, instead of 


brittle and “beady.” Complete with brush in smart, 


rubber-lined satin vanity .. . 6oc, at your 


partment or drug store. 
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NU-BACK PRINCIPLE GIVES IT 


C The patented Nu-Back feature per- 

mits Nu-Backs to be cut two inches 
smaller over the diaphragm point than 
ordinary corsets—prevents painful press- 
ing on the diaphragm and allows snugger 
fit at waist-line. 


With Nu-Back, the garters only have 
one job to do—hold the stockings up 
instead of trying to hold the corset in its 
fitted place as with ordinary garments. 
Nu-Back eliminates expensive garter runs. 


DOMINION CORSET COMPANY LIMITED 


Department CH6, Quebec, P.Q. 
Please send me a FREE copy of your book- 
let, The Foundation of Charm. mes 


Name— 
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FRIEND SOLVED, 
HEADACHES 


“Try Famous 
All-Vegetable 
Laxative,’’ She Said 
Headaches were making her mis- 4 
erable. She felt tired, listless, too. 
Then she found that Nature’s 
Remedy (NR Tablets) really 
corrected her intestinal sluggish- 
ness. NR Tablets are a combina- 
tion of laxative elements provided 
by nature in plants and vege- 
tables. Try them tonight. Note § 
that they give thorough cleansing el 
action that leaves you refreshed and invigorated. 
This trial means so much to you and is so simple to 
make. NR’s contain no phenol or mineral derivatives. 
Non-habit —- 
kaso \Q TONIGHT 
drug stores. TOMORROW ALRIGHT 












eautiful five-color 1936 Calendar-Thermome- 

ter. Also samples NR and Tums. Send stamp 

for postage and packing to The is Medicine Co., 67 
Crawford Avenue, Desk 251E-7, Windsor, Ontario. 







twenty-four years, 
Active coloring agent is purel 
Cannot affect waving of . Economical and 
—will uot wash out. Simply retouch as new gray ap- 
= imparts rich, peop wd ay wi amazing 
rove a of your own 
fair. BROWNATCNE fe only S0c- ost all drag ana | 
toilet counters—always on a money-back guarantee. 










TUNE IN 
THE NATIONAL 
BARN DANCE 
SATURDAY NIGHT 


Alka-Seltzer Makes a 
NBC - NETWORK 


sporkling alkclizing solution containing an 
analgesic (acetyl solcylate). You drink it and 


it gives prompt, pleasant relief for Head- 
Sour Stomach, Distress after Meals, 


Colds and other minor Aches and Pains. 


th Alka-Seltzer ofiditrs 35°75° 
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The Fiouse of Friend/iness | 


by MARIE ANNA PIOTROWSKY 


THERE IS a song which begins “Did you 
ever feel lonely?” I have often changed the 
words while humming it to, “Did you ever 
feel hungry?”’ Everybody has, of course. 
But it is altogether different to go on a diet 
when you know that there is food in the 
ice-box should your stomach become 
rebellious. Or if you are living out, to 
know that you can reach into your purse 
for the price of a midnight lunch is most 
reassuring. To have to practise asceticism 
from necessity is not so satisfactory. 

Conditions appear to be improving: 
everybody says they are. There is a new 
note of optimism in the air, but optimism 
alone is not going to leave one with the 
same contentment as does a good warm 
meal. I found that out. The knowledge 
that a recently finished book was ready 
to start the weary rounds of publishing 
houses could not make the pangs less keen. 

Even to read that writers of old often 
subsisted, between cheques, on coffee and 
doughnuts did not help matters at all. 
There is often a long interval between 
cheques. Either they suffered from some 
awful tummyaches, or they were made of 
far better stuff than I. 

Away from home and absolutely down 
and out. What a sorry plight! 

My landlady proved herself a real friend. 
“Don’t you worry,” she said, “‘you’ll get 
your book sold, and if you are hungry, you 
just come down and get something to eat.” 

I appreciated that. So would you; so 
would anybody. But—to go and ask for 
food. How could I ever get up enough 
courage to wander down to the kitchen, 
attracted by the delectable odors of cook- 
ing though I might be, and say: “I’m 
hungry, please gimme something to eat?” 
Could you? 

Then I heard of the Young Women’s 


| Christian Association, and what they were 


doing for persons in such dilemmas as I had 
found myself. 

At first I hesitated about going to them. 
I wonder why it is that we are so inclined to 
keep secret our straitened  circum- 
stances. Such things we seem to regard as 
our own private problems and so are loath 
to mention them even to our friends, 
except perhaps in a joking manner. 

I did remember having seen an adver- 
tisement which read something like this: 
“Would you like to talk things over with a 
friend who understands?” 

I tucked it away in my mind then, for 
future reference if the worst should hap- 
pen. Well, apparently it had. After a 
couple of weeks deliberation, and when 
quarters had turned to pennies, and there 
were no more pennies to rub against each 
other, I decided to see the secretary of the 
Social Service Department. 

The latchkey is always out. I entered. 
The leisurely air of friendliness about the 
building made me feel at home as soon as I 
had stepped over the threshold. In the 
reception room there was a group of girls 


chatting, and I arranged myself in a chair 
and waited. 

There, one certainly can be assured of 
sympathy and understanding, and not in 
an abstract sense either, as I soon learned. 
Although interviews are sometimes given 
to fifty girls in one day, those patient 
young women behind their desks are al- 
ways pleasant. When my turn came that 
first day, it was after five o’clock and there 
were seven girls yet to be seen, but it 
might have been nine in the morning, so 
unconcerned was the Social Secretary 
about the time. 


That is the spirit of the Association’s | 


desire to help. 
Personal Service 


YOU HAVE experienced that feeling 
which inspired the writing of the words, 
“All dressed up and no place to go.” 
Nearly everybody has. It is a sort of 
forlorn sensation, isn’t it? It may give 
you a notion, then, of what it feels like, 
not only to have no place to go, but to 
have to remain in one room with no radio 
or music box of any sort for entertainment. 

For such a one, the happy evenings 
afforded by this Association are a godsend. 
There are lectures, reading clubs, cultural 
classes in music, art and book appreciation, 
and open nights with an informal pro- 
gramme. 

By coming in direct contact with them, I 
had a better opportunity to learn at first 
hand of their enterprises and their clubs. 
Clubs which undoubtedly supply all the 
practical knowledge to fit one for any walk 
in life. They seem innumerable. 

Their programme includes discussions, 
lessons and lectures; home problems, 
home-making, system of home life, tea 
ceremony, social problems, recreation, and 
that which is so vitally important in any 
life—making use of one’s leisure time. 
Such educational work as the teaching of 
English and French, modelling, painting 
of landscape and wood carving, drama, 
singing and choral work, is given; while 
industrial problems and foreign and 
national etiquette also receive due atten- 
tion. 

This series of studies is open to everyone, 
and is free—that is, free for the unem- 
ployed or for those who may be working, 
but, having other obligations, are not able 
to pay the fees. From Vancouver to Hali- 
fax are twenty-seven associations, all of 
which co-operate in this special work for 
unemployed girls, and women through the 
Personal Service Department. 

I had heard of their enterprises before, 
but as others are inclined to do, linked 
them vaguely with foreign mission work. 
It took personal experience to make fully 
known to me what is going on right around 
me. And they move with the times. De- 
veloping from an ideal, the Association 

{Continued on page 66} 
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NOTHING cout BE EASIER! 


Norforms are ready for use. 
There’s nothing to mix, nothing 
to measure. You don’t have to 
| ‘worry about an “overdose” or 
“burn.”” Noapparatus is needed 
to apply Norforms. They are the 
daintiest, easiest, quickest and 
safest way to feminine hygiene. 





N ORFORMS have revolutionized 
feminine hygiene—made it simple, and 
free from danger. These antiseptic suppos- 
itories are very easy to use... much more 
convenient and satisfactory than the old 
methods of achieving inner cleanliness: 
They leave noembarrassing antisepticodor 
around the room or about your person. 


Norforms melt at internal body 
temperature, releasing a concentrated yet 
harmless antiseptic film that remains in 
prolonged and effective contact. This anti- 
septic—anhydro para hydroxy mercuri meta 
cresol—called Parahydrecin for short —is 
available in no other product for feminine 
hygiene. Norforms are genuinely aati- 
septic and positively non-injurious. 


MILLIONS SOLD EVERY YEAR 


Send for the Norforms booklet "The New Way.” It 
gives further facts about modernized feminine hy« 
giene. Or buy a box of Norforms at your druggist’s 
today. 12 in a package, with leaflet of instructions, 


The Norwich Pharmacal Co., Limited 
64 Wellington St, W., Toronto N-136 


NORFORMS 





WAKE UP YOUR 
LIVER BILE — 


And You'll Jump Out of Bed in the Morning 
Rarin’ to 

The liver should pour out two pounds of liquid 
bile into your bowels daily. If this bile is not 
flowing freely, your food doesn’t digest. It just 
decays in the bowels. Gas bloats up your stomach. 
You get constipated. Harmful poisons go into the 
body, and you feel sour, sunk and the world 
looks punk. 

A mere bowel movement doesn’t always get 
at the cause. You need something that works on 
the liver as well. It takes those good, old Carter's 
Little Liver Pills to get these two pounds of bile 
flowing freely and make you feel “up and up”. 
Harmless and gentle, they make the bile flow 
freely. They do the work of calomel but have no 
calomel or mercury in them. Ask for Carter's 
Little Liver Pills by name! Stubbornly refuse 
anything else. 25c. - 
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and a heaviness like stone. Black in great 
folds was enveloping her. Life was retreat- 
ing back along her limbs, along her nerves, 
along her veins. Till finally it was but a 
tiny kernel at the centre of her. 

And that tiny kernel listened. That was 
all it was—a listening. Everything was 
gone except that listening. To the cars 
going whir, whir, whir along the highway. 
Thus for hours which seemed eternities. 

But finally even that little stubborn 
listening kernel must have swooned. Mugs 
abruptly woke to a screech of brakes, a rub- 
bing of tires in the yard up there above the 
lip of the ravine. A silence followed, then 
the gay hoot of a horn. 

She started to climb up out of her hell. 
Her feet kept slipping on the pine needles, 
her numb legs collapsing; she kept falling 
forward on her nose, but frantically she 
struggled upward. 

(Up there, in the centre of the yard, they 
were still sitting in the car, a bit taken 
aback, without quite knowing it, by the 
stillness, the forsaken appearance of the 
house, its windows like lowered lids. Was 
that the way the place looked when they 
were not there! Was it, really. The child- 
ren were peering about. ) 

Mugs emerged from the gulch, and 
drawing a zigzag line low along the ground, 
crept to the car, and stretched out before 
it like a supplicant. 

She felt a blessed avalanche about her. 
“Mugs! Mugs!” the children were crying. 
Then she was in the lap of crouching Mis- 
tress with the Soft Voice. 

Big Voice shouted. Little Pants and 
Little Skirts ran to the kitchen, and came 
back with a bottle. 

And now, on the soft lap, she felt her 
jaws being gently but firmly pulled apart. 
A sweet deluge was pouring down her 
throat and deep down into her burning 
vitals. She did not know it was oil. She 
thought it was of the same stuff as the 


warm touch, the voices, the fragrance— 
everything of which she had been so 
hideously starved; she thought it was love 
which so abundantly now was being poured 
into her tortured and deprived body. 


MUGS,” said Little Skirts. 
come out, too.” 

Mugs was on a pillow, before the open 
fire in the living room. Several days had 
passed, there had been a vet and many 
ministrations. Pain was gone, and the 
weakness that remained was delicious. 

“Come on, Mugs,” and Little Skirts 
took the pillow in her arms, and with Mugs 
on it went out into the garden. 

Little Pants was waiting there. All 
morning Mugs had heard him busy with 
hammer upon wood. Now they stood, 
Little Pants and Little Skirts side by side, 
Mugs on the pillow in Little Skirts’s arms, 
before a small mound of earth in the rose 
parterre. On the small mound were many 
tiny white flowers. 

Little Pants picked up what through the 
morning he had fashioned. It was a long 
piece of wood, with, across it, a shorter 
piece of wood. 

He now planted the piece at the head of 
the small mound. Little Skirts set the 
pillow on the ground, with Mugs still on 
it, and herself went down with her knees 
on the ground. 

She bowed her head, she was very still. 
Her lips were moving. 

She looked back over her head at Mugs. 
“Mugs,” she whispered, “Look sorry. You 
must look sorry.” 

But although Mugs, through her infal- 
lible nose, knew very well what forlorn 
little object lay under that mound, she 
was too brim full of restored happiness to 
be able to feel sorry. So, to the whisper, 
wagged her tail. 

“Oh, Mugs!” 

But that is the way it was. 


“You must 





FOR BRILLIANT CHARM 





Photographs, courtesy 
The Canadian Spool! Cotton Co. Ltd. 


These bands of cross stitch (see dia- 
gram) are 614 inches long. The solid 
squares on the diagram represent the blue 
thread and the crosses the green thread. 

Bow. Cut material for bow 10 x 8 inches 
for band across bow 5 x 2 inches. 

Work 3 bands of the cross-stitch design 
at each end of bow, approximately 3¢ of an 
inch apart and 34 of an inch from edge of 
material. Turn hem on to the wrong side 
and slip stitch invisibly, allowing margin of 
14 of an inch from embroidery to edge. 
Take running stitches down centre of bow 





Materials required. 4 Skeins stranded 
cotton apple green. 
2 Skeins _ stranded 
cotton (marine blue). 
14 yard dark cream 
canvas material (12 


cross st=1 inch). 





and draw up to about 11% inches. Warp 
l-inch wide band round centre and slip 
stitch. 

Cuffs. Cut material for each cuff 8 x 4 
inches. Work 3 rows of pattern, as for one 
end of bow, on each cuff. Finish edge in 
the same way. 

Button. Make a tiny ring with the green 
thread and button stitch into hole all 
round. With the blue thread button stitch 
into previous green row and continue until 
case is about *¢ of an inch in diameter. 
Stuff with cotton wool. 

Sew on button at one end of cuff and 
make a green buttonstitch loop on the 
other end to correspond. 
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Armhole” 
‘lest... 


If you deodorize only—because it 


is easy and quick—you will always 
have an unpleasant, stale underarm 


odor—test yourself tonight by 


smelling your dress at the armhole 


HE more fastidious you are, the more 

surprised and shocked you may be 
when you realize that you cannot prevent 
“armhole odor” unless your underarm is 
kept dry as well as sweet. 


Tonight, as soon as you take off your 
dress, smell the fabric under the arm. No 
matter how careful you are about de- 
odorizing your underarm, you may find 
that your dress carries the embarrassing 
odor of stale perspiration. 


This is bound to happen if you merely 
deodorize. Creams and sticks cannot 
give complete protection, because they 
are not made to stop perspiration. They 
do not keep the underarm dry, so per- 
spiration collects and dries on the fabric 
of your dress. 


And the very next time you wear that 


| seemingly clean dress, the warmth of your 
body brings out an unpleasant, stale odor 
' which is imperceptible to you, but embar- 


rassingly obvious to those around you! 


Only one way to be SURE 


Women who care deeply about good groom- 
ing know that there is no short cut to true 
underarm daintiness. They insist on the 
complete protection of Liquid Odorono. 
Liquid Odorono not only insures a sweet 


| underarm...it keeps the underarm abso- 
lutely dry. With Odorono, not even the 


WOMEN who want to be sure their 
dresses are free from “underarm 
odor” gently close the underarm pores 
with Liquid Odorono. They safely 
use millions of bottles every year. 
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kvery woman should : 





slightest drop of moisture can collect on 
your dress to spoil the pleasant impres- 
sion that you would otherwise make. 


SAFE, your doctor says 


Odorono’s action is entirely safe ... ask 
your doctor. It works by gently closing 
the pores in that little hollow of the under- 
arm. Perspiration is merely diverted to 
less confined parts of the body where it 
may evaporate freely and inoffensively. 


No more ruined frocks 


It takes a little longer to use Odorono, 
but it is well worth your while. In the end 
you save, not only embarrassment but 
your lovely clothes as well! You do away 
forever with those horrible underarm 
stains that even the cleaner cannot re- 
move, that can ruin expensive frocks and 
coat linings in just one day’s wearing. 
And there is no grease to stick to your 
clothes and make them messy. 


Cproneno comes in two strengths— 
Regular and Instant. You need use 
Regular Odorono (Ruby colored) only twice 
a week. Instant Odorono (Colorless) is for 
especially sensitive skin or quick emergency 
use—to be used daily or every other day. It 
is advisable to keep both kinds on hand— 
for night or morning use. On sale at all 
toilet-goods counters. 


If you want to be relieved of all fear of 
offending by perspiration, to feel the utter 
security and true poise that Odorono brings, 
send today for sample vials of the two 
Odoronos and leaflet on complete under- 
arm dryness offered below. 





RUTH MILLER, The Odorono Co., Ltd. 
Dept. 5-Z-6, P.O. Box 2320, Montreal 


I enclose 8c for sample vials of both Instant Odorono 
and Regular Odoroao and leaflet on complete underarm 


dryness. 


Name_____EEEEEESEESESEEE 


Address___ se 





Made in Canada 
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This Is No Fairy Tale! 


No indeed! ’Tis not a frolicsome fantasy of elfin 
sprites to which we want to draw your attention, 
but to a veritable reality, which acclaims Love 
Fiction Monthly as the most popular love story 


magazine on the North American continent. 


No magic wand was necessary to bring about this 
pleasant situation. Public approval worked _ its 
charm. The women of North America realized 
that Love Fiction Monthly was a magazine that 
contained love stories that were different. Love 


stories that every woman likes to read! 


newsdealer for 


Ask your 


LOVE FICTION MONTHLY 


‘Magazine Publishers Inc., New York 


Printed and distributed in Canada by The Trans-Canada News Company, 


210 Dundas Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


ToBRIGHTEN <sNOTzoPAl 





Smart women know that make-up should only 
heighten a woman’s natural coloring...never 
become a mask of conspicuous paint! Tangee 
lipstick isn’t paint! On your lips it changes color 
magically, becomes a natural blush-rose that 
blends with your complexion...and its special 
cream base keeps your lips always soft, smooth 
and youthful looking. For those who require 
more color, especially for evening use, there 
is Tangee Theatrical. Try Tangee today. There 
are two sizes...50c and $1.00. 
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% SEND FOR MIRACLE M 
Vitre Street W., 


World’s 
Most 

Famous 
Ter sina 


Tangee 
Fane Pender | cock ike (atampe on Colah. City. 








5 E-UP KIT ,,,., 
Palmers Ltd., 750 Montreal, Canada. 

= Rush Miracle Make-Up Kit containing miniature Address 
: Li Creme 
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NewTangee Face 
Powder now con- 
tains the magic 
Tangee color prin- 
ciple. Ends that 
powdered look. 


Brown garbage can, the Jones garbage can, 
the breakfast of the Delancey cat. A wild 
hope sent her on home at a lope. But when 
she loped into the yard, the deathly still- 
ness was still there, with the shuttered 
windows. In the afternoon she took a 
stroll to the beach. She chased a few 
squirrels to their holes on the way, but 
that was not much fun with no Little 
Pants to urge you on, and to show off to. 
And the ocean was no good at all, with no 
one to throw a stick in it. She came back 
early. 

There was much empty time left to 
every day. Billy Small-Cat was no longer 
trying to get into the house. He played 
along the walks—with a drifting petal, 
with a wind-swung twig; he slept a good 
deal, curled up, on a roof. While Mugs, 
flattened along the ground, listened. 

She listened to the cars passing on the 
highway along the ridge. They went by 
in little swift whirs like a beating of wings. 
They went by in ceaseless succession 
whir, whir, whir—for it was a well trav- 
elled highway. Hours passed. But none 
had what she was listening for. None, 
within the whir, the little musical gloo- 
gloo. 

She had always owned a sense of prop- 
erty. This sense now sharpened; she 
guarded the grounds with morose jealousy. 
When, on a Tuesday, Dante Roscelli came 
for the garbage, he had to pick up a large 
stick and half-fight, half-bluster his way 
from tumbrel to barrel and back again. 
And when the Dry Cleaner calied next 
day, not knowing that the family was 
away, he was still less lucky and lost the 
cuff of his left pants leg. 

Her vigilance swelled and annexed terri- 
tory beyond fences. A little girl, coming 
down the common lane with flowers in her 
arms, was furiously charged, and ran home 
screaming and frightened. 

And because she was so very lonely, 
Mugs began again to bark at night—a 
habit out of which she had been vigorously 
trained. 

She’d stand stiff-legged in the darkness 
in the middle of the yard. She’d raise her 
head and pierce the night with three sharp 
yaps. 

She was but a little fluff of a dog, but her 
voice owned a singular, and exasperating, 
resonance. 

She yapped again. 

A canine voice from somewhere in the 
village answered her challenge. A second, 
a third, a fourth. 

She barked and barked, one clear yelp 
after the other, ragefully, a little witch 
stirring up a great clamor. All of the vil- 
lage dogs were aroused now, each stirred 
by the other, each in turn stirring. The 
far ranch dogs joined in with distant tenor 
modulations. The whole land was in 
uproar. 

And she barked and barked, now pos- 
sessed, now a vibrant little automaton 
retching irresistibly to each sharp yelp, as 
if each time a little trigger inside her had 
been set off. 

Til finally, down from the hills a bub- 
bling weird song cascaded, pierced with 
wild shrieks—the tortured chant of the 
coyotes. 

Upon which Mugs sat on her tail, raised 
her head toward the stars, and howled. 

You cannot do this, you can’t get away 
with anything like that for long in a village. 

Your village may be fragrance of flowers, 
bedewed mornings, bee-droning afternoons, 
evenings like elegies. It may be easy 
neighborliness and old friendships, but 
nearly always there is lurking somewhere 
—behind the flowers—a hatred. 
RETURNING FROM her rounds one 
morning, Mugs found a surprise awaiting 
her. On her plate, which had been empty 
when she left, someone during her absence 
had laid a juicy pat of red, raw chopped 
meat. Billy had been similarly favored, 
and was investigating his present with 
light nostril, coyly. She might have been 
more careful had Billy not been there; as 
it was, she promptly gulped the pat on her 
plate and made a rush for Billy Small-Cat’s. 
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The kitten’s last mincing hesitation dis- ee 
solved. From under her charging nose he 
snatched a mouthful of the providential 
good fare, and fled with it to the roof where 
he slowly and voluptuously fletcherized it. 

While, below, Mugs licked the plates. 

That afternoon, when the Feeding Man 
had refilled their plates, they turned away 
from the food with a sniff. They were not 
hungry. But they were thirsty. They kept 
going to the fountain to lap up water. 

They'd lap and lap; they couldn’t slake 
their thirsts. 

And that night, if someone had boasted 
“I bet she doesn’t bark tonight,” he was 
made into a liar. Mugs barked. She 
barked more than ever. ‘ 

She was barking at something inside of 
her. Something that stayed with her all 
the time and gnawed. At first she barked ou 
jovially, as one barks at a cat just to see it 
scampering away. ‘Then she barked in 
indignation, then in rage, then in fear, ther 
in despair. 

The thing would not go away. It stayed 
with her implacably. Now and then she 
tried to run away from it. Barking wildly 
she ran in circles around the yard, as fast 
as she could run. But she could not run 
fast enough. When finally she stopped 
exhausted, the thing would be still with 
her, gnawing at her vitals. 

When morning came, her legs wobbled, 
she could not see clearly out of her eyes. 
Billy Small-Cat staggered out from be- 
neath the house. He was bedraggled; he 
looked as though he had been fished out of 
a barrel of oil. 

The day dragged on in suffering, and to 
Mugs this suffering was but a part of the 
desolation which had weighed upon her 
since the departure of the car, and to be 
cured only one way. 

She listened. Lying on her belly, stag- 
gering about when she could no longer lie, 
lying down again when she could no 
longer stagger, she listened to the light whir 
of the cars flying past along the highway. 
Maybe there finally would pass one which, 
within that light whir, would be saying 
gloo-gloo. 

Whir! Whir! Whir! The cars were 
swiftly passing. But never the longed-for 
gloo-gloo. 

When the Feeding Man came and found 
yesterday’s food untouched on the plates, 
he was moved out of his usual indifference. 
He cast a look toward Mugs and his 
curiosity increased. He looked at her long, 
then softly tried to approach her. 

But she did not want to be examined. 
she did not want to be touched. If the 
right beloved hands were not here to touch 
her, no other hand should touch her misery. 
Step by step, she kept away from the 
odious, indifferent hand. She came to the 
edge of the little ravine that was one end 
of the property. She went down into the 
ravine till out of sight. The man went 
away. 

Mugs kept on down the ravine side, 
pushing down into the earth her loneliness 
and her pain. She pushed down to the 
bottom where she crept farther into a 
tangle of bramble, and lay still. 

Whir-—-whir—whir. The cars were pas- 
sing along the highway. But never the 
yearned-for gloo-gloo. 

Up above, Billy Small-Cat, through the * 
hole in the baseboard, crawled into the , 
spaces under the house. It was cool and 
dark in here. He kept on crawling, seek- 
ing deeper darkness, cooler coolness, 
away from the sickness and the pain. The 
ground was rising beneath the floor above. 
Finally he could crawl in no further, and 
lay still. 

Thus the two beasties, in their wretched- 
ness, lay apart, each alone, Billy Small-Cat 
as far as he could creep under the house, 
Mugs as deep as she could push into the 
ravine. 

And the flow of time froze to the meagre 
trickle which it assumes for just those in 
direst need of its swift passing. 
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wanted dreadfully to reassure him, wanted 
it, and knew that she could not. How 
tell him that everything was all right when 
she felt like this? When excitement like a 
small caged bird was fluttering in her 
throat? 

She flipped her head back and looked 
into a blue, brassy sky. Norman was ask- 
ing Pete where they were going. 

“It’s the top of the mountain,” Pete 
said. ‘“‘There’s a brook there and some 
trees.” 

Kathy looked at him reproachfully. “‘Go 
on and tell him about the view.” 

“Oh, yes,” Pete said. ‘“There’s a view.” 

At the risk of all their lives June swung 
her head around. “Remember Kathy 
when we were little, how we used to play 
hide-and-seek up there? And then one day 
you wouldn’t, because you said it was too 
close to heaven.” 

Norman beamed at her. 
have been quite a child.” 

June laughed. “She was.” 

“She is,”’ Pete said. 

Kathy threw him a suspicious look. 
Pete always understood her so perfectly; 
she wondered exactly how much he guessed 
of what was going on in her mind. How 
much in the years to come he would guess 

. . But there was nothing to be read 
from the brief wink that he gave her. His 
smile was sheer friendliness. 

Round shivering clouds of dust rose 
from the wheels as June parked the car at 
the road’s edge. After the midsummer heat, 
the grove seemed like another world 
Above them the tall trees locked their 
boughs, their leaves ‘splintering the heavy 
sun, letting it fall in narrow strips on the 
mossed ground, over an icy sliver of a 
brook, 

The lunch was delicious, and they were 
so hungry that for a long time they did 
nothing but eat and pass things, and in 
spite of everything feel very gay. 

When it was all through, Kathy leaned 
back against a tree and closed her eyes. 
She had to do that to keep from looking 
at Norman. Not that closing her eyes 
helped much. It didn’t shut out the 
delight of having him so near. It didn’t 
blind her to the fact that soon she would 
have to wrench him from her heart. 

She got up, stretching lazily and looked 
down at the three of them. Pete and June 
were talking together in a low voice. 
Norman was smiling; his eyes followed her 
passage across the little grove. 

“How about a look at that view?’ she 
asked. Very lightly, so that Pete and June 
would see how casual she was. But there 
was nothing casual about the way Norman 
responded. He jumped instantly to his 
feet and followed her down the twisted 
path that led from the grove. 

On a sun-warmed rock against the 
mountain’s edge they paused. Beneath 
them was spread a panorama of loveliness 
—the green-brown crests of fragile hills, 
farms squared precisely by their walls. 

She caught her breath. The air was so 
still. Still, and rich with a strange sad 
beauty. She felt that beauty and that 
sadness weighted heavily in her breast. 

“I wanted to tell *you,” she began 
weakly, “‘that it’s no use. That’—her 
voice broke and then grew taut, the 
words pouring out as though she could 
barely wait to be rid of them—‘‘That I 
think I must have been crazy last night to 
admit—to have said what I did. I—TI 
guess I didn’t know what I was saying,” 
she frowned. ‘‘No, I knew all right,”’ she 
told him. “And it was true, too. But 
you’ve got to understand that it can’t go 
on, that it isn’t as important to me as 
Pete.”’ She added limply, “I’ve known 
Pete so long.” 

“And I’ve been looking for you so long,” 
Norman said. His low voice worked its 
way into her heart. 

She thought, “This is mad. I’m falling 
in love with him. I’m doing just the thing 
I used to blame other girls for. I haven’t 
any loyalty.” 

Listening to him, as he bent over her, as 
he pleaded with her, she forgot to think of 
caution. Norman knew how to make the 


“You must 


world an exciting place. He made her feel 
set apart, glamorous. 

It was the touch of his arm across her 
shoulder that brought her back to earth. 
*“‘No, no,” she cried, “‘let’s go back to the 
others. No really, Norman,” she said 
despairingly. Jumping up, she ran ahead 
of him down the path. At the grove’s 
edge he caught up with her. ‘Wait, 
Kathy,” he said, but she wouldn’t turn. 

The grove was empty. 

“Why, what—?” Norman gasped. 

Pete and June were gone. The luncheon 
basket, the papers, everything had dis- 
appeared. You might have thought no one 
had ever been there. 

Suspicion tore through her, she whirled 
around. “The car—run Norman. See if 
the car is there.” 

Norman hurried ahead. “But they 
wouldn’t leave us,” he said. ‘I don’t see 
His words stopped abruptly as_ they 
reached the clearing. Deserted, the long 
road stretched hot and dusty before them. 
The only traces of the car were two deep 
ruts where June had swung the wheels 
around, 

Kathy sat down on a broken log and 
began to laugh softly to herself. ‘‘Well,”’ 
she said, ‘‘that’s that.” 

Tiny specks of rage gathered in his eyes. 
*‘What do you mean, ‘that’s that?’ Surely 
you don’t think they’ve gone off and left 
us?” 

Kathy nodded wearily. 

“But what makes you think so? They'll 
probably be back in a few minutes. You 
look so positive.” 

“T know it,” she informed him. 

He was staring at her oddly. ‘‘How?” 

“Intuition, I guess.” Kathy shrugged 
her shoulders. ‘I know Pete and I know 
my sister. It’s just the kind of thing they 
would do.” 

“Well, I  wouldn’t brag about it,” 
Norman said. 

A frown pricked between her eyes and 
she got up hurriedly and went over to him. 
“It’s supposed to be a joke,” she said 
softly. ‘‘Let’s be terribly good sports and 
take it that way. It will disappoint them 
so.”’ She laid a hand on his arm. “Please, 
Norman.” 

Frowning, he shook it off. ‘‘Of course I'll 
do anything you say,”’ he remarked stiffly, 
“but I don’t know if my sense of humor 
will stretch eight miles.” 

“Save it all for the last one then,’ she 
suggested gaily. But in spite of her gaiety 
she had to admit, after the first nearly 
interminable half mile, that that was what 
he seemed to be doing. Norman was 
frankly and blackly angry, and he wasn’t 
making any attempt to hide it. 

Kathy searched in her mind for a silver 
lining. “At least it’s down hill,” she 
pointed out when they had stopped for a 
moment to rest. “Eight miles down hill is 
about equal to five miles straight. And 
five miles,”’ she smiled at him, “is practi- 
cally child’s play.” 

“Child’s play is right,’”” Norman said 
bitterly. Such an uncalled for display of 
optimism seemed to destroy the last 
remnant of his patience. “If they are 
addicted to sport like this, you shouldn’t 
have left them alone.” 

‘How else could I have spoken to you?” 
Kathy asked. She stood up and brushed 
back a long strand of hair that had fallen 
forward during her exertion. She couldn’t 
blame Norman for getting mad. It would 
have taken a saint not to. But she didn’t 
like his being mad at her. Not after all 
they’d had between them. 

Out of the corner of her eye, her glance 
darted toward him, and pleasure swept 
once more across her heart. He was so 
attractive, she thought. Really, one of the 
best-looking men she had ever seen. And 
this would probably be the last time they 
would ever have alone together. 

Pete and June had meant this to be a 
joke, but she wouldn’t let it be. She’d 
somehow make it something beautiful; to 
be remembered. 

She tried to get this idea across to 
Norman, smiling up at him, her eyes wide 
and urgent. “Don’t be mad, sweet,” she 
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CORN DEMON KILLED 


Blue-Jay rescues Beautiful 


Lady in Distress 
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(1) The beautiful lady was in distress. A (2) Who will come to her rescue?” Blue-Jay!"" - 

terrible corn had her by the toe. He stabbed whispers a kind and helpful friend. And 

and kicked and made ugly wrinkles and a of his package-home leaps Brave Blue-Jay;, 
ready and willing. Quick asaflah— 


look of agony come into her beautiful face. 


(4) She sprang to her feet and danced from 
sheer joy! Now that corn would trouble her ' 


no more .. would no longer make her cranky, : 
nor keep her from dancing with her friends! _ 











(3) Blue-Jay ‘attacked that terrible corn and 
had him down in a moment utterly helpless. 
The villain’s torturing hold on the beautiful 
lady was instantly broken, and— 











(5) The end of the story is the end of the corn. Imprisoned by 
Blue-Jay for three days, at the end of that time his lifeless form 
was lifted out, carried away. Thanks to Brave Blue-Jay! 







MORAL: If you 
have a corn, get rid of it safely and quickly with ees —the scientific 
corn remover @ The pain stops the minute Blue-Jay is app ied. The snug-fitting 
pad of the finest, on felt cushions the corn against painful shoe pressure. 
Then the mild Blue-Jay medication gently loosens and undermines the corn— 
and after 3 painless days the dainty pad is quickly removed and the corn lifted 
out easily and completely. Blue-Jay scientific Corn Plasters have been used 
successfully by millions of corn sufferers for 35 years. They are made by 
Bauer & Black, famous surgical dressing house. 


25c at all druggists. Special sizes for bunions and calluses. 


BLUE-JAY 


BAUER & BLACK SCIENTIFIC 


CORN PLASTER 
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A word with 
those who have 
no children 


oe 


You who are without chil- 
dren need to make special 
preparation for your later 
years. 


You will require life’s essen- 
tials and comforts after you 
have ceased to earn. 


There is one way to be sure 
of the necessary dollars: buy 
them in advance from our 
Company. We have sound 
plans for married couples 
and single men and single 
women. 


GET OUR NEW BOOKLET OF SUGGESTIONS 


from local agent 
branch office 
or home office 


THE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE COMPANY 
OF AMERICA 


Edward D. Duffield, President Home Office, Newark, N. J. 


BRANCH OFFICES IN ALL LEADING CANADIAN CITIES 








Rescue Act 


(Continued from page 29) 





in the warm and lucid sunlight seemed 
fantastic, breathtakingly incredible. Last 
night she had been crazy. Crazy—she 
caught her breath. She was a traitor, a 
hypocrite, a—she clesed her eyes and 
mulled over all the unpleasant names she 
could call herself. In the bed beside her, 
June stirred and Kathy looked at her 
pityingly. No wonder the child had bad 

s. Who wouldn’t with a sister like 
hers? 

Vigorously she sprang out of bed and 
splashed three washcloths full of icy water 
over her face. There; that was better. 
Cold water was always the first step to- 
ward reformation. A moment later she had 
slid into a linen tennis dress and seized her 
hairbrush. Sternly she brushed the 
smooth hair back. No silky wings against 
the face for you today. No trying to make 
yourself look lovelier for that man. 

In the garden, as she bent over the rose- 
bed, Kathy felt sanity returning in long, 
hearty strides. That Norman wasn’t so 
much . . . A lot of dark older man, good 
looks. A way with women. Well—she 
pulled viciously at a thorny stem—they 
could have him. The other women. She 
was all Pete’s. Last night the moon and 
the sea had conspired with Norman to 
make her feel like a siren. Today she was 
Kathy. A very sensible unromantic Kathy. 

The dew-hung grass buried the sound of 
footsteps behind her. Pete’s bulky shadow 
thrust itself across her path. Startled, she 
turned her face to his sudden roar of 
laughter. 

“You scared the daylights out of me,” 
she said weakly. 

Pete rocked back on his heels and 
grinned at her. “Don’t think you didn’t 
scare me, muttering away at the roses like 
that. Pretty straight talking it was, too, 
from the looks of it.”” He enquired idly: 
“Who were you bawling out, anyway? 
Our Williams?” 

“Yes,” Kathy said, and caught back the 
words. “I mean, no.” 

“Let’s get this straight,” Pete advised. 
He stretched himself out in the grass 
beside her, his wide, strongly modelled face 
gleaming with good humor. “That was a 
pretty good job you did last night. June 
hardly got a look at him.” 

“Wasn't it,” Kathy said, but she felt 
troubled at such patient disregard of truth. 
A sudden loyalty to last night’s enchant- 
ment stabbed her. 

“It wasn’t exactly a job, Pete,” she said 
slowly. “I mean I’ve changed my opinion 
about Norman. He’s not what I thought.” 

“All right for June?” 

“He’s too old for June,” she began. 
“Though he’s very nice. And, of course, so 
attractive. But that goes without saying.” 

“Perhaps it goes better without saying,” 
Pete suggested. 

Clear up to the roots of her hair Kathy 


' could feel herself blushing. ‘“‘What do you 


mean?” 

“Nothing.”” Pete stuck a flower in his 
buttonhole and squinted down to appraise 
the effect. ‘‘What about that little scheme 
we planned for this afternoon? If you’ve 
had a change of heart, perhaps we’d better 
give it up.” 

Relief swept through her. “I don’t 
think,’”’ she said picking, her words with 
care, “that there’s any point worrying 
about Norman and June, and I think it 
was a messy idea anyway.” She looked at 
him severely. ‘‘We’re old enough to know 
better.” 

“Don’t include me in that statement,” 
he warned her. ‘‘And since when have you 
begun knowing better?” Laughter sprang 
suddenly into his eyes. ‘You know, there 
was something in his face last night . . . 
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If it weren’t so perfectly ridiculous I’d say 
he was falling for you.” 

“Well, really, Pete,”” Kathy’s brows 
formed a straight indignant line over her 
lowered eyes. “I don’t know what’s so 
ridiculous about that.” 

Pete wasn’t dumb and he saw his mis- 
take. ‘In the first place,” he pointed out, 
“you wouldn’t let him. And in the second 
place a man of his type doesn’t fall for a 
girl like you. He wouldn’t have sense 
enough to appreciate you.” 

“Thanks,” Kathy said. Quite involun- 
tarily her thoughts swept back to the night 
before. Swept back to the moon over a 
lonely terrace, and to the voice which for a 
perilous moment had rocked her world. 
“I wish,” she said, and knew she was being 
irritable. “‘I do wish that some time you 
could give me a compliment that didn’t 
have a flaw in it. That was too obvious.” 

He looked dazed. ‘The compliment?” 

“‘No, the flaw.” 

Pete sighed wearily. “I don’t know 
what you’re talking about,” he said. “But 
if you have to go feminine on me after all 
these years, I’d rather you wouldn’t start 
before breakfast.’”” He looked away from 
her. “Ha!” he exlcaimed, “here comes the 
laddie now.” 

Kathy gathered the roses in one arm and 
stood up. It would be a dreadful day, she 
thought, if Pete was going to be sarcastic 
to Norman. It would probably be dreadful 
anyway. The idea of the four of them eat- 
ing a picnic lunch on the top of a mountain 
had suddenly struck her as extremely dis- 
tasteful. 

Hurrying across the lawn she began to 
plan all the cold, sensible things she would 
say to Norman, if by any chance they 
should be left alone together. And she 
was so taken up with her thoughts that 
she did not notice the lower of the stone 
steps that ran up to the porch. She 
stumbled against it and fell; a spurt of 
pain ran across her ankle where she had 
turned it. 

Pete hurried over and knelt down on the 
grass beside her; his hands probed the 
bone expertly. “It’s perfectly all right,” 
he announced cheerfully. “You just 
twisted it.” 

“I know,” she grinned at him. “But it 
hurts like the devil.” 

Pete looked sympathetic. “Hop,” he 
suggested. 

Norman glared at him. “Indeed she will 
not,” he said, and to their amazement, 
while they stared at him speechless, he 
bent down and gathered her into his strong 
firm arms. 

Pete strode ahead indignantly. 

Over them the thin sunlight was a 
delicate caress; her cheek brushed his 
shoulder. Nothing like this had ever 
been done for her before, and she felt 
suddenly and deliciously weak. Deliciously 
feminine. Her heart was heavy with 
happiness. Norman bent his head. “‘All 
right?” he asked, 

“Oh. so all right,” she murmured, and 
her eyes traced his smile. She sighed. She 
had tried so hard to hate him. But it was 
no use. There was absolutely no mistaking 
the feeling. 


AND THERE was, although she tried in 
all modesty to deny it, very little doubt 
about the way Norman felt toward her. 
The four of them had left for the picnic 
shortly before noon, she and Peter in the 
rumble of her little canary-colored road- 
ster. In the front seat June slid deter- 
minedly under the wheel; no one said 
anything. She had just received her first 
license, and they were all young enough to 
realize that she would be miserable any 
place else. 

Under her inimitable guidance the car 
jerked ahead in small gusts of speed. For 
the first time in her life Kathy forgot to 
watch the road, She was beginning to feel 
terribly unhappy about Pete. Their 
conversation which under ordinary cir- 
cumstances should have been a téte-a-téte, 
was now a three-cornered affair, and from 
the slight formality which tinged Pete’s 
voice, Kathy knew that he resented it. She 
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Getting Along Together 


(Continued from page 26) 





LIFE CAN be so confusing. So many 
problems piling on top of one another, 
and sometimes it’s so difficult to see the 
way out. The best way. The wisest way 
for everybody. 

That takes a keen mind, a judicial 
outlook, an unbiased viewpoint, clean- 
cut and free from prejudice. Someone 
who can stand back and see you clearly 
as well as your problem. 

Chatelaine has introduced such a 
possibility for you. Through this 
feature, ‘“Getting Along Together’ you 
will find the sane, level advice and good 
counsel of a wise, experienced man. 
Through years of dealing with people of 
all classes and in all circumstances, he 
has touched the lives and problems of 
thousands of Canadians. His judgment 
is developed, sure, uncluttered with 
sentimentality and yet unhardened. 

He is at your service as a confidential 
advisor. Write your problem to “The 
Counsellor,” care of Chatelaine, and 
your letter will go directly to his hands. 
Your name and whereabouts will not 
appear in print. But you may find the 
shaft of light for which you have been 
searching in the present darkness. 








I am thirty years old. A man who is 
jifleen years my senior is proposing marriage. 
Is that disparity in ages too big to give any 
chance for a lifelong happiness? 

Picture yourself at forty-five and your 
husband at sixty. The answer will be in 
what you see. If the idea does not dismay 
you, then you are fairly safe. How long 
have you known your husband? Are you 
older than your years? Is he younger than 
his? What was your meeting-place? Age 
need not be any barrier under some 
circumstances. These questions, squarely 
faced, will tell you what you want to know. 


Son Versus Husband 
For twenty-five years my husband and I 
have stayed together, although each year has 


widened our paths. Neither of us had much 
opportunity or education, but as my son 
grew up I took an interest in his education 
and learned to enjoy books, music, art, etc. 
Now my husband must go to another city, 
and my son remains at his work in our town. 
We are very close together, and he wishes me 
lo remain with him. I would be happy here, 
among my old friends and with my boy. Do 
you think it would be a mistake to remain? 
Yours is an old story. Your husband 
enjoyed your affection until your son came, 
and then you forgot everything but the 
boy, and lavished all your love on him. 
Have you figured out what the picture will 
be ten years from now? Your son will be 
married, and if you have developed a 
jealous, possessive affection for him (as 
you seem to be doing), his wife will dislike 
you. The fact that he is her husband will 
be so important that he may drift gradu- 
ally away from your apron strings and 
realize he has responsibilities of his own. 
Your own husband will have drifted even 
farther and you will be left to enjoy to your 
heart’s content your music, art, etc., but 
without a home or the love and considera- 
tion you need when you are older. Why 
not share the joy of your boy with your 
husband instead of being so selfish and 
trying to keep everything to yourself.? 


The Husband Unattached 


One of the boys with whom I went to 
school has returned to our town after having 
been married and lived in a distant city. 
He is permanently estranged from his wife, 
and fits naturally back into the old crowd. 
Do you think I am in danger of being 
gossiped about if I go out with him? 

Yes, you are very likely to lay yourself 
open to gossip. He has an obligation to put 
his own house in order before he asks you 
to go about with him. Are you sure he 
isn’t working on your sympathy, telling 
you how abused he has been, etc.? 


Is Love Essential? 


Do you think that love is essential to a 
happy marriage? 

What do you propose to found your 
married life on, if not love? Can you pic- 
ture a solid structure of any kind without a 
good firm foundation? Love grows from 
respect. It is the basis upon which partner- 
ship in living should be founded. If it is 
not, your home is bound to crumble. 
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‘| don’t know what you see in that big palooka!l” 


“Maybe not—but he'd give me his last Sweet Cap!” 


SWEET CAPORAL CIGARETTES 


“The purest form in which tobacco can be smoked.” — Lancet 





BRIGHTEN UP YOUR PARTIES 


With the Help of These Three New 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 
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THE ART of 
PALMISTRY 





Fortunes An entertaining study of the art of 
. tea-leaf reading. If you are plan- 
m Teacups ning a party get this Institute Bul- 


letin No. 200 and bring new excite- 
ment with keen anticipation to your 
guests—price 15¢. 


How to enjoy this popular hobby 
is explained very thoroughly in our 
new Chatelaine Service Bulletin 


No. 201—price 10¢. 


An explanation of this fascinating 
pastime is intelligently covered in 
Chatelaine Service Bulletin No. 202 
—price 15¢. 


Telling Fortunes 
by Cards 





THE GOLD THAT KNOWS NO MISER'S HOLD 


It's the yellow kingscup—or the lovely, laughing marsh marigold. Like spilled sun- 
shine in the damp, low places. Its leaves are so shiny they look varnished. The 
petals are shiny, too. It's beautiful in old copper vases, in shadowy nooks of your 
library. 


The Art 
of Palmistry 


Its treasure is surely 
"The gold that lifts, not weighs us down, 
The gold that banks not in the town, 
But singing, laughing, freely spills 
It's hoard far up the happy hills— 
Far up, far down, at every turn— 


What beggar has not gold to burn? 


Order by number from 
CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 


481 University Avenue, Toronto 


(Joaquin Miller) 
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CLEANED HIS CAR 
AND STRAINED SIDE 





BUT ABSORBINE JR. SOON 
STOPPED SHARP PAIN 


HE safest job in the world 

would seem to be cleaning 
one’s own car in the backyard on 
a Sunday morning. 


Yet L. W. reports* that in wiping 
off the edge of the roof, he some- 
how twisted or strained a ligament 
in his side that hurt plenty. 


Fortunately they had a bottle of 
Absorbine Jr. in the house and 
frequent massage with this 
grand old liniment soon stopped 


the pain. 
Distressing little accidents hap- 


pen in every family—bruises, 
cuts, strains, aches, sore muscles, 
sprains, Athlete’s Foot. A bottle 
of Absorbine Jr. is a blessing at 
such times, because it’s so de- 
pendable, so quick to relieve. And 
economical, because a little goes 
so far. All druggists’—$1.25 a 
bottle. For free sample, fill out 
and mail coupon below. 


*Based on actual letter from our files 


W. F. YOUNG, INC, 
242 Lyman Bidg., Montreal, Canada 
Gentlemen: I should like personally to test 
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said in a tone he had never heard her use 
before. ‘We really had something coming 
to us, you know. We’re just paying for that 
half hour in the grove.’’ She thrust her arm 
through his. ‘‘Is it such terrible payment?” 
Stalking ahead, Norman didn’t answer. 
His silence hurt her terribly. She pulled 
her arm out. ‘Then you weren’t telling 
me the truth back there?” she said slowly. 
“You don’t think it was worth it.” 
Norman turned irritably. “Oh, lord,” he 


said, “I’m not thinking at all. I’ve gota 
blister on my heel.” ; 
Kathy raised one eyebrow. ‘Does it 


affect your walking, too?” she asked 


sweetly. 


HALF-AN-HOUR later Kathy looked 
down at the watch on her wrist. They 
had been walking for nearly an hour in the 
blazing sun. An hour, composed of long 
silences and short quarrels. An hour in 
which certain ideas had become sorted out 
and straightened in her mind. 

Just one day ago she had planned with 
Pete to do this to June and Norman. And 
it had seemed a grand scheme, too. Such a 
dampness to romance. Well—Kathy 
groaned—in spite of herself. She had to 
admit that it had worked. All of Norman’s 
glamour was gone for her. Looking at him 
briefly, she could see the reason for it. He 
just wasn’t her kind of person. Only a 


poor sport and a weakling would act like 
this. Pete might have been raging, but 
he’d never have taken it out on her. 

Thinking of Pete made her quicken her 
steps. Through the foliage around a bend 
in the road she saw a blot of canary yellow. 
She began to run. 

“‘Pete,’”’ she called out. Little bubbles of 
excitement were pricking into her voice. 
“Oh, Pete.” 

She had a sudden and tremendous need 
for him. A need to have his arms about 
her; a reassurance for all enduring things. 

He was waiting for her beside the car, 
and seeing him she stopped short. For a 
second she thought she was going to cry. 
Then from somewhere in the depths of her 
heart a new love arose. a love which she 
knew would never have an end. 

He caught her hands. 

A dreadful embarrassment gripped her, 
made her turn her head away. 

“Did it work?’’ Pete whispered. 

“Oh, darling,”’ she said, and brought her 
eyes to his. “Darling, it only took half a 
mountain.” 

A second later June thrust an apologetic 
face over Pete’s shoulder. ‘‘We just had to 
do something,” she explained, ‘‘to rescue 
you from Norman.” 

And suddenly they laughed. To the 
three of them nothing had ever seemed 
quite so funny. 
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The Very Good Kittens 


by Lotta Dem psey 


No kittens ever really could 
Be quite so definitely good 


As we are feeling that we should. 


Our mother dozed off in the sun 
And we were having simple fun 


| 
| 
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Slip back fo 
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Yacation 
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It’s easy to slide the years from 
your shoulders in historic old 
Québec—to drop them off a 
century at a time and to live in 


the past with Champlain, 
Bishop Laval, Hébert, Joliet, 
discoverer of the Mississippi; 
with Frontenac and la Duch- 
esse d’Aiguillon, niece of the 
great Richelieu. 


There’s romance in the grim, 
grey stones of the fortresses of 
Québec City, the mighty cita- 
del, the cobblestone streets, the 
cannon-guarded ramparts and 
the quaint old French architec- 
ture. Its picturesqueness lifts 
you almost completely out of 
the Twentieth Century into the 
age of the French régime. How 
you wish that stones had 
tongues! 


And that is but part of the joy 
of a Québec vacation. You will 
glory in the smiling country- 
side, its serene and simple life, 
its charming peasantry. It is 
rural France—Normandy and 
Brittany combined—and it’s at 
your very doorstep—overnight 
from Toronto, New York, 
Buffalo or Boston. 


Bienvenue a Québec! 


WHERE TO GO—WHAT TO SEE 


Montréal, Hull and the Gatineau 
Valley, the Laurentians, the St. 
Maurice Valley, Québec City, 
Laurentide National Park, Lac 


Absorbine Jr. Kindly send a free sample to Till someone said "What HAVE you done?" 


St. Jean and Chicoutimi, Eastern 
ey ZA Townships, Gaspé and Lower 
Why is it that a kitten does St. Lawrence, Abitibi and 


Get such a scolding just because Témiscamingue. 


The knitting's in a woolly fuzz? 


i 


Good Hotels and Inns 





Everywhere 
And milk's been spattered on the floor For maps and descriptive litera- 
' ture, write your home travel 
And there's a rug caught in the door? agency, Automobile Club, Cham- 
ber of Commerce, or Provincial 


Tourist 


ABSORBINE JR. ae 
(MADE IN CANADA) COME #» QUEBEC 


Relieves sore muscles, bruises, Ov UL 4) Mele bm mia NE 
| ROADS DEPARTMENT 


muscular aches, sprains 
Athlete's Foot : a | outsec - CANADA 


Bureau, Québec 
Canada, 
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A Big Job for Children 


ARE YOU a junior policeman and life- 
saver? You can be, youknow.. . and do 
as much to help Canada as if you marched 
away to war and fought for your country. 
If automobile drivers and policemen could 
count on you to help them, they would be 
able to avoid many bad accidents. 

Look carefully at them all, and see if 
you find yourself or any of your play- 
fellows. It would be fun to pin the 


pictures on the wall at school and tell 
teacher or each other how many scenes like 
this we have been able to stop each day. 
Who will be the first to find he hasn’t 
broken—or even thought of breaking—a 
single one of the rules? NHe—or she 
could be the first “traffic policeman’’ or 
“life saver” to help other children. 

Boys and girls who make it harder to 
keep our streets safe are shown here. 





Children who run from behind parked 

cars, without looking up and down 

are one of the most frequent con- 
tributions to motor accidents. 


Children who don't watch the traffic 
lights. These are expensive guides 


your city has peep to you. You can 
repay by using them. 





It may seem like fun to run after ° 

passing trucks, or trying to hang on 

them. But it brings broken arms and 

legs and often makes cripples out of 
sound little bodies. 


A busy street either down town or 

right in front of your house, is a silly 

place in which to try to play baseball, 

or any other game. You can't keep 

score with so many interruptions. And 

it's very dangerous. Find a vacant 
lot, instead. 





Roller skates and bob sleds and hoops 

take you all sorts of queer directions 

you hadn't intended. Keep them a 
long way from automobiles. 


If you're big enough to have a bicycle 

{as you tell dad), then you're big 

enough to learn to ride on the right 

side of the motorist, always. See that 

your wheel has a reflector on the 

back. Don't ride out in the middle 
of the road. 





BRILLIANT FICTION for JUNE 


A sparkling group of fiction features by such noted writers as 


Velian Ercole . 


.. Zoe Atkins . . . Elizabeth Jordan . 


. . makes 


the June Chatelaine an issue you won't want to miss. 


Order Your Copy Now and Avoid Disappointment. 
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“THAT 
KRUSCHEN 
FEELING” 
in 
AUSTRIA 


“That Kruschen 
Feeling’—in Austria 
you'll hear that 
whispered of a 
woman who is alive 
with grace and 
vigor. 

The regular “daily 
dose” of Kruschen 
has been adopted by 
thousands of women 
in Austria, as well as in more than 100 
other countries So widespread is this 
daily health aid that when they see a 
figure which radiates health and fitness 
they say, too.. . “That Kruschen 
Feeling”. 

Kruschen stimulates the organs of elimin- 
ation, so that the body is cleansed of 
waste products of digestion—thoroughly 
and regularly. Women everywhere have 
realized that the “daily dose” helps to 
keep them active and healthy. 


KRUSCHEN 


f= SALTSSa@ 








A regular 25¢ 
purse flask of 







With each purchase of 
POTTER & MOORE'S 


Gi 


POWDER « CREAM 
imONE— oe 
Seale tat ‘ 


-—— face powder 
blended with van- 





n com . 
Used like face 


. 


cream it gives a 
perfect mat pow- 
der finish. In 
powder shades 


erfumed with 
‘otter & Moore’s 


original Mitcham — 
Lavender. This The Crémpact has 
combination offer @ mirror outside, 
of Mitcham Lav- 


ender Perfume and Crémpact in an attractive 
box—is an ideal birthday gift or bridge prize 
~——75 cent value for 


50 cents. Ask about 
; Potter & Moore’s 


% ; Blush Cream 
‘ Dy (Rouge). 





N. S. Wright & Co. Ltd., Toronto, Sales Agts. 





The Perennial Border 


by ISABELLA FLEMING 


A PERENNIAL BORDER is literally the 
mainstay of the garden because it gives a 
continuous variety of bloom. During the 
whole season its usefulness is apparent, 
both in decorative value in the garden and 
in providing cut flowers for the house. 
Again, if one is an enthusiastic gardener, 
the perennial border is of great spiritual 
value as well; since it becomes a never- 
ceasing delight to draw aside the protecting 
blanket of leaves and see the green shoots 
pushing up through the soil in the spring. 
One feels as though one could shout, 
“Hello! here you are again.”” It is indeed a 
welcoming of old friends and the best 
spring tonic there is. 

If one desires to have a perennial border, 
the soil must be carefully prepared, that is, 
deeply dug (trenching is the best method) 
and a good supply of vegetable humus 
added. The best vegetable humus consists 
of leaves which have been gathered in the 
fall and left to rot in a compost heap 
throughout the winter. When spring 
comes, this humus is just right for digging 
into the soil. It is especially valuable 
where the soil is sandy, as it adds sub- 
stance and makes a good friable loam. One 
may add a mixture of peat and fertilizer 
should one so desire. 

The flower-bed should have an almost 
imperceptible slope from rear to front. 
Should one be fortunate enough to have a 
few good shrubs as a background the 
success of the border is assured. Failing 
that, a trellis with a few vines trained over 
it is a very good substitute, as it throws the 
colorful flowers into relief and adds to the 
effect. 

The color scheme is the first essential to 
be considered after choosing the site. An 
indiscriminate jumble of plants will never 
produce a happy result. By establishing a 
good color plan one may build a solid 
foundation, bearing in mind, of course, the 
conditions under which plants thrive. If 
the site is shady, plant only those that will 
thrive with little sun, or, if the site is sunny 
make sure that the plants placed there 
glory in the beams of Old Sol. 

A good plan is to place in the back row, 
plants that have height, and yet will not 
shade those in front too much. Holly- 
hocks, achillea, delphinium, cosmos (an- 
nual), hibiscus, are good for this purpose. 
It is a good plan to bring one of the tall 
groups well forward to accentuate a varia- 
tion of color. 

Place in the second row: 

Hardy phlox, gypsophila (good for cut- 
ting), German iris, peonies, liliums, 
hemerocallis, Chapman’s aster. 


In the third row: 

Pyrethrum, violas, polemonium, scabi- 
osa and alyssum saxatile. 

The front and last row should have low 
growing, clump-like plants that will blend 
and mingle one with the other; such as 
forget-me-not, lobelia, sweet alyssum, 
glory of the snow, hardy pinks. 

The aforementioned plants will give one 
a perennial border, ranging from deepest 
pink to palest pink, deep purple to the 
most delicate lavender blue; and the 
yellow of the hemerocallis (day lily) and 
alyssum will bring out the pastel tones 

Should blanks occur, as they sometimes 
do even in the best of planning, a few 
annuals can be added from time to time. 
To those who have but limited means at 
their disposal, the price of roots (if bought 
in the market) may seem dreadful, but 
perennial plants may be brought on in the 
house from seed planted in flat boxes. Then 
there is always a kindly neighbor who will 
give one a few seed pods (if one admires 
the result of his gardening activities), or 
even at times a few plants. It may seem 
that one must be possessed of endless 
patience to have a perennial border, but in 
the long run one’s patience is amply 
rewarded. 

There is joy in a well-planned border, 
beauty to satisfy the soul, and health in the 
closeness and communién of Mother 
Earth. What is more, it pays dividends 
in that it doubles and trebles itself every 
year. Try one and see! 


2 
Annual Flowers Recommended for Fragrance 


or Scent 


Alyssum Sweet Pea 
Carnations or Pinks Sweet Sultan 


Marvel of Peru Stocks 
Mignonette Verbena 
Nicotine Marigold tf 
Phlox Scabiosa 


tSome people may find the scent of this 
flower rather strong. 


Perennials Recommended for the 
Same Purpose 


Peonies Dianthus 
Lily of the Valley | Chrysanthe- 

mum 
Roses Phlox t 
Lilacs Lilies t 
Tulips Iris 


tSome varieties are scented. 


{[Continucd on page 102} 
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leur Magic! 
for Your Clothes 
and Home Decorations 


Do you sometimes get discouraged 
because you cannot afford new 
clothes and new furnishings for 
your home as often as you would 
ike? Don’t be! You can have 
new charm in your dress and new 
cheer in your home. Thousands 
of women have found the way to 
have these longed-for ee — 
through the colour magic of Dia- 
seul ves! Generations of women 
have used Diamond Dyes as the 
successful way to do home dye- 
ing. Diamond colours have a lus- 
tre, a richness and depth of colour 
you expect to find only in new 
materials. This is because they 
actually contain a greater amount 
of the finest aniline colouring. 
Enjoy the colour magic whic 
Diamond Dyes give to your 
clothes and your | so effec- 
tively and at so little cost. 


DIAMOND DYES 


MADE IN CANADA 
better because richer in pure anilines 





Ladies cee 


OULD your church use extra 

Funds? Are you anxious to do 
greater charity work, but find your 
work handicapped through lack of 
funds? 


Whatever the effort you have in 
mind, the money would undoubtedly 
be welcome. We have a plan which 
will help you raise the ‘necessary 
funds. Write 


THE TRANS-CANADA NEWS CO. 
Association Division 
210 Dunpas St. W., Toronto, Ont. 


MT 
J EYES 


Murine relieves and 





relaxes tired, burh- 
ing eyes. Cleanses 
and soothes red 


dened, irritated 


eyes. Easy to 


use. For adults 
f l}j<@ 
or intants. Use 


Murine daily 





a 
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“NEPHRITIS”’—What is it? 


by Dr. MeCULLOUGH 


THE OTHER day in a home where I 
called there was a little girl eight years old. 
I asked her if she went to school and was 
told that she had been at home for a couple 
of weeks as she was not very well. She was 
dull-looking, the eyes appeared half- 
closed. Closer observation showed that 
the eyelids were puffy. Her cheeks were a 
little flushed. On enquiry it was learned 
that she had had a little sore throat, but 
no rash had been noticed. Further exam- 
ination showed that the urine was scanty 
and dark-colored and contained albumen, 
the appetite poor, the pulse too rapid, and 
the temperature in the afternoon raised to 
100 degrees F. 

It was not difficult to understand that 
the condition was due to nephritis or 
inflammation of the kidneys, that the sore 
throat even without any observed rash, 
meant mild scarlet fever with the resulting 
kidney condition, production of oedema 
(dropsy) of the face and eyelids. A child in 
such a condition, which is not uncommon, 
was suffering from neglect. The initial 
illness was apparently so trivial that the 
slight scarlet fever rash had not been 
noticed. Toallow a child in sucha condition 
to run around is very dangerous. 

A case of the kind should be put to bed 
in blankets and fed on milk and barley 
The skin should be made to act 


water. 





Hilda Hohn Hooke 


freely by the use of warm baths, hot packs 
or hot air baths. A few bottles filled with 
boiling water with the bottles standing in 
hot water to prevent their cracking and 
covered with woollen socks wrung out of 
the hot water will, if placed under the bed 
clothing serve very well to induce perspira- 
tion. A drug to induce sweating with hot 
drinks is useful. A large enema of warm 
water and the use of hot poultices of lin- 
seed to the loins are of value and a sharp 
purgative should be given. Some of these 
cases develop heart disease. In all of them 
the doctor should be called at once. 

A slop diet should not be used too long. 
The object of this article is to make parents 
understand the need for attention to early 
signs of disease, the importance that even 
trivial signs of illness should not be ig- 
nored. This is particularly true of even 
slight affections of the throat. In all cases 
of sore throat in children the throat and 
the skin should be closely examined, and 
the temperature and pulse taken. 


The Question Box 


Question—Our boy, seven years old, 
had haemorrhage from the bowel after a 
dose of castor oil the day after he was 
born, and later. He is very backward and 
has trembling spells. Did not walk till he 
was three and talks very little. Does it 
look as if he would be imbecile?—(Mrs.) 
D.D.D., Dorchester, N.B. 


Answer—I should advise that you take 
your boy to the nearest hospital for mental 
diseases and have him examined. The 
physician there will be able to advise you 
better than one who has not seen the lad. 
My opinion would be scarcely more than 
a guess. 


* * * 
, 


Question—Please tell me the quantity 
of dextri-maltose to use for new-born 
babies.—(Mrs.) J.R.G., Aylesbury, Sask. 


Answer—For one to two months you 
should use: 

Milk and water, of each fifteen ounces, 
with two level tablespoonfuls of granu- 


| 
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A Grave Mistake For 
A Mother to Make 





Giving Child Unknown Remedies 
Without Asking Doctor First 


No matter how limited a family’s income, 
there’s one “bargain counter purchase” 
no mother can afford to make — without 
asking her family doctor first. That’s in 
remedies for her child to take. 

Any doctor, any child authority will 
tell you this. Tell you to know all there is 
to know about any medicine your child 
takes internally. 

Do this about any drugs you buy for 
your child. And do it, too, for your sake 
as well as ours, about the frequently used 
“milk of magnesia” given children. 


Ask Him About “Phillips” ”’ 
Ask particularly about Phillips’ Milk of 
Magnesia. He will tell you, we know, that 
for over 60 years doctors have endorsed it 
as SAFE for your child. One of the finest 
that men of science know. The kind of 
remedy you feel secure in giving to your 


child. 
Now Also In Tablet Form 


Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia is now made 
in two forms. Liquid and tablet. Each 
tablet contains the exact equivalent of a 
teaspoonful of the liquid form, tastes like 


PHILLIP S® 


MILK OF 


peppermint, easy to get children to take. 

A big, convenient box that you can carry 
in your purse or pocket costs only 25¢ at 
drug stores. But —see that the words 
“GENUINE PHILLIPS’ MILK OF 
MAGNESIA” are printed on any box or 
bottle you accept. 


, ALSO IN TABLET FORM 


You can assist others by refusing to 
accept a substitute for the genuine 
Phillips’ Milk of Magnesia. Do this in 
the interest of yourself and your children 
—and in the interest of the public in 
general. 





MADE IN CANADA 


MAGNESIA 
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“Oh! but it's GOOD!” 


Children love milk when to each cup is added two 
teaspoonsful of Ovaltine. 

Ovaltine is delicious and it makes milk easier to digest. 
Ovaltine is recommended for all growing children 
and your doctor will entirely approve. 


At drug, grocery and department stores 


OVALTINE 


TONIC FOOD BEVERAGE 








For Children 


EXCRAFT has been welcomed as the 

ideal children's gift, providing lastin 
interest to the young people. Texcraft 
provides unusual artistic training, de- 
veloping the latent talent in every bo 
and girl. In it are included delightful 
sketches of circus clowns, of Cinderella, 
Dutch Girl, Cowboy, Mexican Boy, Little 
Bo-Peep, Interior scenes, Windmills, Japanese Girl, Indian Boy, etc., 
etc., — 24 of these. 





The Little Dutch Girl. 


Ten big colored crayons enable any boy or girl to produce colored 
patterns on these outline sketches. This is done with pattern cards 
placed beneath the sketches. These cards permit hundreds of differ- 
ent patterns when used in combination. 


Texcraft comes in a strong box, 16" x 12": with a richly colored cover, altogether 
an excellent, educational, inexpensive children's gift that is highly appreciated. 


If your dealer cannot supply 
you enclose money order for 
$1.15 and a Texcraft set will 
be mailed, post paid to any 
address in Canada. Refills are 
available at all times at 18c 
for one package, or 30c for 
two packages. 


Manufactured Exclusively for 
the British Empire by:— 


TEXCRAFT 


481 University Ave., Toronto, 
Canada. 





Busy fingers are never in mischief. 





House of Friendliness 


(Continued from page 56) 





was founded to meet a need. That need is 
still in evidence, but today it is of an 
altogether different nature. To adapt 
themselves to face a changing world is 
their sole design. Surely this conformation 
of their work to the varying circumstances 
is greatly responsible for their success. 


SOME OF the leisure-time activities 
include; special classes and practice groups 


in parliamentary procedure, typing, steno- ° 


graphy, home nursing, dressmaking, physi- 
cal culture, swimming, badminton, and the 
crafts. 

The open nights are something to look 
forward to, for any girl is free to contri- 
bute toward them, by lending whatever 
talent she possesses. The women of this 
great society are always looking out for the 
welfare of their girls. 

The way in which the problems of these 
late lean years have been handled is almost 
unbelievable, for, as everybody knows, 
there have been plenty to handle. When the 
“depression’”’ was running into its second 
year, their Travellers Aid became aware 
of the increasing number of people who 
were turning into transients. With nothing 
to gain by staying where positions had 
been lost, they started on journeys in pur- 
suit of jobs. Failing, as they often did, 
many kept going farther in hope of success. 

The problem of the unemployed young 
women became a vital one, and the 
Department of Public Welfare appealed to 
the Young Women’s Christian Association 
to assume the responsibility of looking 
after them. The grants allowed were not 
quite sufficient, but this difficulty was met 
in a fine manner by the Women Teachers’ 
Association, who volunteered, through the 
Local Council of Women, to make regular 
contributions toward this much needed 
service. Other gifts were received from 
individuals and organizations and it is 
through the generosity of such great- 
hearted people that the plan was carried 
out. Such help was usually considered as 
a loan, and repaid whenever possible. 

Each city has devised a different sys- 
tem, but the basic work is the same. In 
one city, for instance, a small committee 
was formed to study the need, and this has 
grown to be a group with representatives 
from seventeen women’s organizations, all 
deeply concerned with the welfare of their 
young women. The action of investigating 
and meeting this want has been carried 
out in the central building, under the 
direction of the executive secretary of the 
Social Service Department. 

About a year ago, the Department of 
Public Welfare began issuing food and rent 
vouchers. It was agreed that all young 
women would be directed to the Y.W.C.A. 
for all other necessities such as toilet 
articles, undies, stockings, hats, clothes, 
etc., in this way making it possible for the 
association to continue its policy of advis- 
ing and counselling them. 

However, from the standpoint of the 
Y.W.C.A. this plan has not been very suc- 
cessful. They have lost contact with quite 
a number of their girls. 

Having to accept direct relief comes hard 
to many, and there is no feeling more 
“grand and glorious” than to be able to 
telephone in and say “I am working, I 
won’t be around this week,”’ even though 
the job may be only temporary. 

So their work of love goes silently on 
throughout the world, as they try to im- 
prove conditions for the innumerable un- 
fortunates who cannot help themselves— 
opening doors of opportunity which other- 
wise would remain fast shut. Doors which 
lead to health, happiness, and friends. Well 
might their institution be called the ‘House 
of Friendliness.” 
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“PLEASE 
Choose MY Food 


as carefully as you 
do your own” 


aC rae 














: “If you 
say BROCK’S when 
you buy my seed and 
gravel, you are choosing the 
RIGHT food for me. [li 
sing for you as only a Brock 
fed canary can sing. 
“Brocks know what I need 
and put the right variety of 
fresh seeds, thoroughly 
cleaned, in the package with 
the Treat which gives me 
Yeast and those little extras 
I need once in a while. 


“JT know you love 
me. PLEASE give 
me BROCK’S.” 
42 


BROCK’S 2123 


and. TREAT 









LIVERISH? 


TAKE 4 


PILLS 


THE GREAT REGULATOR 
Less Than a Penny a Dose 





Sometimes window- 
shopping is fun— 
but it is far more 
fun to step in and 
buy the things that you have wanted! 


Perhaps we can help you, as we have 
helped many others, to change wishes 
into reality through our plan for earn- 
ing extra cash in your spare time. It 
will place you under no obligation, if 
you will write and let us explain it to 


TRANS-CANADA NEWS CO. 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 


Please send me full details of your money- | 
making plan. 
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| Name 
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It requires a real 
devotion to teach 
youngsters how to 
get the most out 


of their leisure 





to 
Amy 


Playtime for Children 


by ETHEL N. SHOOK 


THE TRUTH of the well-known lines, 
“The old order changeth, giving place to 
new,” has never been more fully demon- 
strated than during the last twenty event- 
ful years. Monarchies have been swept 
into the discard, while machinery, labor- 
saving devices, talkies, radios, automobiles 
and airplanes have simply revolutionized 
our whole lives. But, perhaps, above all 
else, the complete change of old estab- 
lished ideas and outlook on life in general, 
is among the most astounding transforma- 
tions that have taken place during this 
momentous period. Amid the chaos and 
uncertainties of these days one fact clearly 
emerges, that, happen what may, life for 
any of us can never be quite the same 
again. 

The life for which we were prepared held 
a certain measure of stability. With 
application we were reasonably certain of 
a job and, according to our ability, a cer- 
tain measure of success. The hours were 
often long, the rewards small, our leisure 
limited, but our wants were simpler, and 
we were content. 

But the world into which our children 
will so shortly take their place will differ 
vastly from that of our own youth. The 
hours of work will be necessarily short- 
ened, and with the passing of the new order 
will come new ideas of living. For a well- 
balanced life, youth must be as well pre- 
pared to use his leisure hours as for his life’s 
work. 

We rely upon the schools for education, 
the church and Sunday school for spiritual 
guidance, but it is in the home that the 
foundation of character and the “art of 
living’’ must be laid. It is there that the 
child must be taught to distinguish the 
tinselled, transitory pleasures from the 
enduring values of life. 

To use leisure wisely is an art in itself, 
for leisure does not necessarily imply a 
time for idleness, but a time in which, 
freed from our responsibilities, we are at 
liberty to indulge in our own hobbies and 
desires. Too much excitement, too many 
pleasures dull the capacity for pleasure 


and only leave the child restless and dis- 
satisfied. The charm of what Rousseau 
calls “the little happiness” is one of the 
greatest blessings of mankind, and fortun- 
ately it is a gift that can be developed by 
the parents during the early impressionable 
years of childhood. 


A YOUNG MOTHER living on a remote 
western farm came to the conclusion that 
the tiresome children, the kind that often 
became later the “problem child,” were 
mostly those who possessed no capacity 
within themselves for their own enjoy- 
ment; that it was not in the hours of 
school or work that they got into mischief, 
but in leisure-time when left to their own 
resources, and not knowing what to do 
with themselves that promptly got them 
into mischief—mischief that often landed 
them later in the juvenile courts. 

So she determined to encourage her 
children to extract their happiness from 
their own environment, and to train them 
to an appreciation of the beauties around 
them and of the finer things of life. 

From the earliest years she would take 
them to the window to point out the 
beauty of the sunset, the song of the birds, 
the rhythm of the trees and grasses as they 
swayed gently in the wind, the music of 
the mountain streams. 

As they trotted after her, helping to lay 
the table, she told them little stories of 
everyday things—the far, hot countries 
from whence came the tea, the coffee and 
sugar, the delicate spices, the strange 
natives that gathered them, the big ships 
that carried them across the ocean, the 
trains, the warehouses and stores that 
housed them, until like little magic things 
they arrived right on their own table. 
Thus, very early in life those little child- 
ren’s eyes were opened to the glamour and 
romance of far countries and the marvels of 
modern commerce. 

From a ten-cent picture catalogue they 
studied the world’s most famous paintings, 
learned something of the artists who had 

{Continued on page 94} 
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Youncsters know that when spring comes it’s time 






to leave hot, heavy, winter foods and change to 
crispness! And how they cheer for Kellogg’s Corn 







Flakes—light, crunchy and delicious! 






In a few seconds, without cooking or bother, you 


can have this most tempting of spring breakfasts on 






the table. Bowls of crisp, golden flakes—milk or 






cream—fruit or berries. The whole family loves the 






flavor of Kellogg’s. And they’re nourishing. Rich 









in energy. Easy to digest. 






Enjoy Kellogg’s Corn Flakes for lunch or a 
wholesome bedtime snack. Give them to the children 







for supper. Appetizing any time. 


When you ask your grocer for Kellogg’s you 






can be sure of oven-fresh goodness— protected by 






the patented WAXTITE inner wrapper. Made and 






guaranteed by Kellogg in London, Ontario, 






Nothing takes the place of 


Kelloygs 


CORN FLAKES 
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FEVERISH WHILE 





TEETHING 


her through marvelously!” 
SE 


“Baby started teething early,” writes 
a London mother, “and two eye teeth 
came together, making her very fever- 
ish and fretful. We gave her Baby’s 
Own Tablets and they brought her 
through marvelously. When she was 
constipated we used the same remedy 
with the same success. Now we have a 
bonnie baby who has 6 teeth and is in 
the pink of condition.” 
Mrs. W. Kemp, London, Ont. 


For over 40 years, mothers by the thou- 
sand have found Baby’s Own Tablets won- 
derfully effective during teething. They are 
soothing because they reduce fever, aid in 
settling an upset stomach, and help relieve 
the inflammation in the gums. After a dose 
or two the child usually drops off into a 
restful sleep and wakes feeling much better. 

These sure-acting tablets were originated 
by a Canadian physician. They, therefore, 
contain no opiates and are certified safe even 
for the most delicate child. 

Besides being an excellent corrective for 
teething troubles, Baby’s Own Tablets are 
equally effective in relieving simple fever, 
constipation, colic, upset stomach, colds, 
diarrhoea, indigestion and fretfulness. Full 
directions with each box; price 25c. 


Clip and mail this advertisement, with 
your name and address, to Dr. Williams’ 
Medicine Co., 26 Court St., Brockville, Ont., 
and you will receive, absolutely free, a gene- 
rous sample of Baby’s Own Tablets. 


Dy. Siz 


“Such satisfaction! These ‘size- 
finding’ shoes let me see just 
what I’ve always wanted to know 
about fitting my children’s feet. 
I see exactly what room each 
litle toe has to move and grow 
in. I know their feet will keep 
their natural strength and shape.” 


This convincing service is avail- 
able only with Jack and Jill 
Health Shoes. 


Jackana Jill 


ere SHOES 
Boys and Girls 






WRAGGE SHOE COMPANY LIMITED 
Galt - Ontario 


Ba by’s Own Tablets brought 





eee 





lated sugar, or dextri-maltose four level 
tablespoonfuls every three hours. 


* 


Questioh— My baby girl, two months 
old, is breast-fed and seems to have a 
great deal of gas. Should she be allowed to 
cry before and after feeding? Should 
people be allowed to make a fuss over her? 
When should cod-liver oil be begun? Can 
cornstarch be used instead of baby pow- 
der? Should a mother have outdoor air 
every day and should baby be trained in 
regular habits at two months? How much 
water should be given? May milk of mag- 
nesia be given at this age or is an enema 
better?—(Mrs.) C.E.S., Harding, Man. 


Answer—The gas is probably due to too 
rapid feeding. Stop for a minute or two 
now and then. Visitors are liable to give 
baby colds and other affections, and fussing 
is bad for a baby. Cornstarch powder is 
often useful, but not so good as a powder 
containing talc. The mother and baby 
should have outdoor air every day. You 
cannot start too early in training baby in 
regular toilet habits. Give water freely. 
Baby will not take too much. Cod-liver 
oil may be given after two months, one 
teaspoonful after each of three feedings. 


* * * 


Question—I haven’t enough nurse for 
my month-old baby. Please give formula. 
—(Mrs.) J.G..McK., Port Arthur, Ont. 


Answer—The more you use the breast, 
the freer will be the secretion. Persevere, 
but it you cannot ensure enough, part feed 
on: 

Milk and water, of each fifteen ounces, 
with two level tablespoonfuls granulated 
sugar or equal corn syrup. This is a 24- 
hours supply. Cod-liver oil, one tea- 
spoonful, before each of three feedings. 
Baby book sent. 


Question—So far I have nursed my 
four-months old boy, but when I have to 
wean him I cannot get pasteurized milk. 
Please offer suggestions.—(Mrs.) V.H.C., 
Lanigan, Sask. 


Answer—TIf you can obtain cow’s milk 
you need not worry about whether it is 
pasteurized or not. Boil the milk. All 
large hospitals for children boil the milk 
they use. The formula from four to six 
months is: 

Milk-—25 ounces. 

Water—15 ounces. 

Granulated sugar—three level table- 
spoonfuls, or an equal amount of corn 
syrup at four-hour intervals. 

Cod-liver oil—one teaspoonful before 
each of four feedings. 

One ounce of diluted orange juice at 
9 a.m. 

If you desire a formula for later months, 
please write again. 

*~ a “ 

Question—Baby, four months old, has 
eczema of face. Please advise.—(Mrs.) 
F.H., Brantford, Ont. 

Answer—The feeding you outline seems 
all right. You should have your doctor do 
skin tests to determine if any of the foods 
used are causing the eczema. Try use of: 

Equal parts of zinc oxide and tar oint- 
ments. Apply freely and keep covered to 
prevent soiling the clothing. 

I send baby book and should be glad to 
learn how you get on. 

* * os 


Question—My baby, 13 months, habi- 
tually has a movement at 5 a.m. Is there 
anything I can do to correct this?—-(Mrs.) 
J. H., White Fox, Sask. 

Answer—Endeavor to train her to have 
a movement after breakfast. Place her on 
the toilet chair and leave her there for a 
time. This, if persisted in, will break up 
the present habit. 











A Welcome to Birds 


Isn't it strange, as we sit and wait, 

That not a bird hops through the gate 

And comes for a shower, this nice, warm day — 
Why do you s'pose they stay away? 


We've barked to a sparrow and mewed to a wren 
And called to the meadow-lark, "When, oh when 
Will you take a splash in our clean, white bowl? 
You won't be disturbed by a single soul. 

There's not a penny to pay in fee 

And you wouldn't believe how good we'll be!" 


Isn't it strange, as we sit and wait, 
That not a bird hops through the gate? 
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Tantalizing New Flavors 
New Colors Every Day! 





Theyre easy to make 
Three minutes! take 
c WP ee, iP 






LOVE MILK cal 
This 6-Flavor Way 


MAkE lukewarm milk into delicious 
rennet custard desserts in three 
minutes with “JUNKET” Rennet Dessert 
Powder (or “JUNKET” Rennet Tablets). 
Only lukewarm milk is required as it con- 
tains no eggs... no gelatine or corn starch. 
For toppings add fresh or canned fruit, 
whipped cream, nuts or preserves. 
Choose any one of these six irresistible 
flavours. “JUNKET” Tablets are plain. 
Add flavour and sugar to taste. 


Made by “THE ‘JUNKET’ FOLKS” 
Chr. Hansen’s Laboratory, 833 King Street West, 
Toronto 


JUNKET 


Hansen's Trade-Mark For 
RENNET DESSERT POWDER 
for making MILK into 
Rennet-Custard DESSERTS 
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CLEANSER 





Dishes, Silverware, Cooking Utensils, 
Sinks, Bath Tubs, Laundry, Wood- 
work, Floors. Softens water instantly. 
Results please the most discriminating. 
For sale at careful grocers 
Manufactured by 22-R 
Galt Chemical Products, Ltd., Galt, Ont. 
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FROM RICHES TO RAGS.... 





In days of old in halls of gold One day the father started out But very soon with awful news 
There dwelt a Microbe clan. To see the grocery man. He rushed in through the door. 





“FOOD TO BE WRAPPED IN ‘CELLOPHANE’! In vain they beg the grocery man And stand with little hands stretched out 
Their tears ran to the floor. For something for their dinner, —As thin as hairs—or thinner. 


AND SERIOUSLY... 


Much as we may pity the woeful microbe quartette, we all must support the 
rocery man's firm stand on “Cellophane”. Everyone will agree with him 
that sparkling “Cellophane” is not only a valuable clear against con- 


XY tC tamination, but that it also prevents groceries and foodstuffs from becoming 
If you would like a children’s colouring book either too soggy or too dry. 
containing new adventures of the Microbe "Cellophane" 
phane"’ transparent wrapping is your protection when you buy other 
Family in merry verses, write to Conadien things, too . . . It keeps shirts and sheets unsoiled, tobacco products properly 


Industries Limited, Department “C-2” 


“Cellophane” Division, Montreal. We will moist, toys hygienically clean. And it lets you see exactly what you are 


be glad to send you one. getting. 
mcr “Cellophane” is the registered trade mark of 
er CHL ~~ the DuPont Cellophane Company Inc., for 
kw _—) cellulose film manufactured in Canada, under 


pe uk contract, by Canadian Industries Limited. 


Cello hane 


TRADE MARK 


“CELLOPHANE” FOR YOUR PROTECTION 
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Here are pictures of some of the beautiful 





A story for children—and 
for those who love children 


by 


CAROLYN LASH COBURN 






v3. i little fairies Mrs. Coburn has found in the 
cornfields. If you turn to page 88 she will 
} ‘ tell you how she discovered them and 


brought them home. 






The Little People of the Cornfield 


ONCE UPON a time a farmer went into 
his fields and he ploughed long furrows 
back and forth, back and forth across the 
land, and then he took a lot of little yellow 
seeds and planted them away down in the 
earth and covered them over. 

And the little seeds cried out ““We don’t 
like it down here! It is cold and damp and 
dark, and we can’t see the pretty sunshine 
and the bright blue sky, nor hear the 
birds, and we don’t like it!” 

And God looked down and said “Little 
seeds you are not going to stay there. You 
must grow and grow and grow until you are 
tall cornstalks all over the fields, and then 
you must bear a harvest, for the work I 
have given you to do is to feed people.” 

And the little seeds said—‘“‘But we can’t 


grow. Our little yellow jackets are so tight 
we cannot get out of them.” 

And God said, “If you try very hard and 
do your best I will help you. I will send 
down the warm sunshine all over the 
world and the gentle rain all over the fields 
and some day if you try hard enough you 
can get out of your little yellow jackets and 
then you can grow.” 

So the little seeds tried their best, and 
God kept His promise and sent the warm 
sunshine, and the rain and the conditions 
which make for growth, and one day they 
found that their yellow jackets were quite 
soft and they could get out easily. 

Then they began to grow and came up 
through the black earth and popped their 
heads through the surface, and all around 


they could see the pretty sunshine and the 
bright blue sky and they could hear the 
birds singing. And they were so happy 
that they grew faster and faster and 
faster, until they were as tall as children’s 
daddies all over the field. 

And then the corn began to grow. Now 
all little children know that corn is to eat, 
and the leaves which grow on the outside 
of the cobs are put there to keep the dust 
from the corn so it will be fit for food. They 
are called husks. Now here is a secret. 
Right in the corn husks there were a lot of 
little fairies hiding, and no one knew they 
were there. The farmer looked at his 
fields every day, but he didn’t see any 
fairies, he saw only corn. Little children 
and grown-up people went past the field 





every day but they didn’t see the fairies 
because they didn’t look closely. 

The fairies were dressed in bright green 
dresses like the trees and al! summer they 
were very happy. Every time the wind 
blew through the cornfield they danced 
and capered and waved their arms and 
waved their feathers and draperies and 
kicked up their heels and played pretty 
music and if you will go quietly into a corn- 
field some day, all by yourself, when the 
wind is blowing gently and keep very still, 
you, too, may hear the fairy music coming 
through the corn. 

When the Autumn came the pretty 
green dresses had become old and were 
very dusty and they wanted new ones. 

{Continued on page 88} 








Macaroni Jewellery is Fun 
by Jean Brown 


Get mother to buy you a box of macaroni, 
the kind that comes in broken up bits, then 
get out your paints, a needle and some 
heavy thread or wool. Spread a paper over 
the table you are going to work on as it's apt 
to be a bit messy. Now take your macaroni 
and paint it all sorts of bright colors. You 
can paint dots and stripes on it or just plain 
colors. Let the pieces dry and then get 
your needle and thread ready and string 
the macaroni as though you were stringing 
beads. You can make bracelets and neck- 
laces to your heart's content, and they will 
be very gay looking bits of jewellery. 


Make a Horse from a Cleanser Can . . by Jean Brown 


Get your cleanser can and remove the paper 
covering. Now trace the pattern on this 

ge onto some condbaael Cut out the 

ad and tail very carefully and color it to 
suit yourself. Take some drawing paper and 
cut a piece just big enough to cover the can. 
This is for your horse's blanket so you may 
decorate it up in as gay a manner as you 
please. Paste this on the can. Now make a 
slit with a knife or scissor blade just big 


enough for the head to slip in push it in to 
the dotted line. Do the same with the tail. 
For the legs, get four litfle sticks, smooth 
them off and paint them. Poke a small hole 
for each one, being careful to get them 
opposite each other. If you get sticks just 
long enough to touch the opposite side of 
the can when inserted they will be strong 
and steady and your horse will be able to 
stand up on his own feet. 
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CONDUCTED BY 


Velen G Campbell 


POT 
LUCK 


by 
HELEN G. CAMPBELL 


Director Chatelaine Institute 


HE TROUBLE is that too many 

people trust to luck with their brew- 

ing; whereas a clear, fragrant and 

ambrosial drink is a matter of art 
and science properly applied, having noth- 
ing whatever to do with the full of the 
moon or any other “lucky” situation. 
That being the case, let us review the prin- 
ciples of making and serving those steam- 
ing beverages which have it in their power 
to lift any meal out of the doldrums. 
Foremost among the fundamental rules is 
to start with a good brand, then treat it 
with all the loving kindness of your gentle 
nature. It is better to deal with tempera- 
ment in the pot than temper at the table 
when the brew is not all that it should be. 

Coffee, to give it its alphabetical preced- 
ence, is on its best behavior when perfectly 
fresh. For that reason, buy it in small 
quantities—a week’s supply at a time. 
And keep it covered to retain as much as 
possible of the precious aroma and fine 
flavor. Vacuum packed and dated coffee, 
cleaned, blended and roasted to a uniform 
standard are examples of the manufac- 
turers’ care in providing a first-class product in convenient 
form. But after that, the quality of the beverage is up to 
you. 

Coffee likes a pot to itself, one that isn’t used for any 
other purpose. It insists on cleanliness and it can’t bear 
haphazard measurements or methods of making. Perhaps 
its pet hate is to stand around and wait once it is ready for 
the table. Pamper it, however, and it’s guaranteed to get 
people out of bed in good humor and keep them reasonably 
happy throughout the long day. 

When you set about the brewing, you may follow any 
one of five procedures. Each requires its own technique and 
detailed directions are given here. 


Filtered Coffee: Fast becoming the favorite method as it 
extracts the natural flavor and aroma at their finest. The 
heat-proof glass coffee-maker illustrated is one of the type 





et. ce 





provided with an electric unit which heats the water in the 
lower part and keeps the prepared coffee at satisfactory 
temperature just below simmering. As the water becomes 
hot, it is drawn up to flood the grounds in the upper section 
and the clear amber liquid returns through the funnel tube. 
Directions come with all appliances which are designed on 
this vacuum principle; read them carefully before you 
begin and you can count on excellent results. 

Proportions vary according to taste, but a popular aver- 
age is two level tablespoonfuls or one tablespoonful heaped 
up and running over, to each standard measuring cupful of 
water. Some like a mild cup and some a fuller flavor, so add 
or subtract the coffee to suit yourself. Remember, though, 
you can’t expect a skimpy little bit to give a robust coffee. 


Drip Coffee: A satisfactory method which produces clear 
coffee of delicate flavor. Various devices are on the market, 
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A DEPARTMENT OF HOME MANAGEMENT 


some with perforated tops, others with cloth or paper filters. 
When using one of this type, pour the water over the 
grounds in the top part and let it gradually drip through 
into the previously scalded container below. It must be 
kept hot but not boiling——on a small electric unit, a hot 
plate or an asbestos mat over a low flame while it drips. 

Two level tablespoonfuls or one heaping one of coffee 
to each cup of water is a good proportion. Never, never, in 
the interest of good drinking pour the water through the 
grounds more than once in their lifetime. 


Percolated Coffee: The thing you have to think about in 
choosing a percolator is to pick out one with a coffee basket 
big enough for its water capacity. It should hold two level 
tablespoonfuls or one heaping one of coffee for each cup of 
water and still leave room for a little swelling of the 
moistened grounds. Many {Continued on page 80} 
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To cut costs without sacrificing 
food value, give a Kraft Cheese 
dish the stellar role on your 
menu. These famous cheeses 
supply nutrition richly con- 
centrated! Needed protein . . . 
energy units . . . Vitamin A— 
plus a wealth of the precious 
milk minerals, including calcium 
and phosphorus. It takes more 
thana gallon of rich milk to make 
a single pound of Kraft Cheese! 
That's why it’s so nutritious. . . 
why clever menu-makers are 
planning several meals each 
week around a Kraft Cheese dish. 


HEAR THE NEW KRAFT RADIO PROGRAM FEATURING 


Ktaft GF 


THE WORLD'S FINEST CHEESES 


ARE MADE OR IMPORTED BY 





| A ‘bieake fox us az... is 
. the bog: cost Guid high dood sicolaae 
; : . m8 Kraft Choceo chahkes | 


MEXICAN Rice Timpates Wash 
and drain % cup of raw rice. 
In skillet brown rice in 3 tbsps. 
butter. Place in top of double 
boiler, add small amount of 
water and steam until rice is 
tender. Add 1 tbsp. chopped 
onion, seasonings. Pack into 
buttered custard cups. Mele 1 
package Kraft Velveeta in 
double boiler. Add 4% cup 
evaporated milk gradually, stir- 
ring. Unmold rice timbales on 
platter, oe hot cheese sauce 
over each. Serve with aspara- 
gus garnished with pimiento. 
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Try this recipe and see how Kraft 
experts have perfected the cookability 
of cheese. The full-flavored Kraft 
Canadian, for instance, and zesty 
Creamed Old English . . . they melt 
to a velvet-smooth sauce without a 
single lump or ‘‘string’’! And they 
quickly toast to a beautiful bubbling 
gold! Learn now why millions of 
women insist on getting cheese 
identified with the name Kraft. 







You know milk is Nature’s most 
nearly perfect food. Think how 
marvelously nutritious Kraft Cheese 
is...with more than a gallon of rich 
milk used to make a single pound! 

And to make Philadelphia’ 
Brand Cream Cheese, Kraft adds 
thick cream to the milk! So here you 
havea soft, creamy-white, delicately 
flavored cheese ideal for luncheon 
salads and sandwiches. An excellent 


Did you know that it takes more 
than a gallon s rich milk to make 
a single pound oe (Kraft (Hares ? 








SPINACH De Luxe Make cream sauce 
with 3 tbsps. butter, 3 tbsps. flour, 
1 cup milk. Remove from fire, add 
% Ib. Kraft Canadian, grated. Stir 
until cheese melts. Add 1 cup 
chopped, cooked spinach, 1% cups 
bread crumbs, 3 beaten eggs, season- 
ings. Pour into buttered mold; bake 
in moderate oven 40 to 50 min. Un- 
mold, fill center with mashed po- 
tatoes, garnish with beets. 








food for children. *‘Philadelphia”’ 
Brand, sold only in 3-oz. silver-foil 
packages, is guaranteed fresh! 
Tropica, Speciat Slightly soften 
**Philadelphia’’ Cream Cheese with 
milk. Spread a generous layer on a 
pineapple slice. Place on crisp let- 
tuce; cover with peach half, rounded 
side up. Garnish with half of a 
maraschino cherry and serve with 
Kraft French dressing. 


BING CROSBY AND OTHER FAMOUS STARS! THURSDAY NIGHTS, N.B.C. STATIONS 
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Miss Ann Adam, Cooking Authority of 
Canadian Home Journal, shows how 
she makes Spanish Cake 


_ 









“It doesn’t pay to take chances with 
doubtful baking powder,’’ Miss Adam says. 
“T always use MAGIC. It never fails.” 


$ 
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1. Measure into sifter 134 cups sifted our, 1% teaspoon salt, 14 teaspoon mace, % 2. Measure one-half cup of butter or other 3. Separate two fresh eggs; first beat the whites 
1 cup sugar, 24 teaspoons MAGIC BAK- _ teaspoon each nutmeg, cloves, allspice and shortening and melt by heating over hot water until they are quite stiff—then without wash- 
ING POWDER, 1% teaspoons cinnamon, _ ginger; sift together into bowl. or very low heat—do not cook. ing the beater, beat the yolks. 





4. Add to one-half cup milk the melted 5. Pour the liquid into the dry ingredi- 6. Add the beaten egg whites to the 7. Next turn mixture into tube or loaf pan which has 
| butter or other shortening, and mix these ents and beat well, using an “up and batter; “cut and fold” them in lightly. already been greased and lightly dusted with flour. 
well with beaten egg yolks. ever and under” motion, to combine. Mix them in well without beating. Fill pan about three-fourths full of batter. 





iT TAKES LESS THAN 1¢ WORTH OF 
MAGIC for this delicious cake... 


Magic Baking Powder safeguards your cakes. Assures 
fine, fluffy texture, delicious flavor—every time. 
That’s why Canada’s leading cookery experts use it. 
Inferior baking powder too often results in failures 
—wastes ingredients. Don’t take chances. Use Magic 
and be sure. Less than 1¢ worth makes a perfect cake! 
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| SEND COUPON FOR FREE MAGIC COOK BOOK 

{ ! : CONTAINS NO 
- | Gillett Products, Fraser Ave., Toronto 2 { ALUM—This 
i 3 _— a a a statement on 
: ee “< | ' Please send me free copy of the Magic Cook Book. | every tin ts your 
8. Bake in moderate oven, 350° F., about 9. Turn.out of pan onto cake cooler. When i | guarantee that 
50 minutes. Cake is baked when it be- cool, leave upside down and cover top and ' Name Mosic Bening 
gins to shrink from sides of pan or when sides with Sea Foam Frosting (see page 16 i } from alum or any 
light touch leaves no depression. of Magic Cook Book for recipe). ' Address _ hormfut ingredi- 
; J > MADE IN CANADA, 
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Spice Cake. 
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crumptious 


U/m-m-m! Trv them and see! 


All tested by The Chatelaine Institute 





CHOCOLATE MINT ROLL 


4 Egg whites 6 Tablespoonfuls of sifted flour 
¥, Cupful of sifted sugar 6 Tablespoonfuls of cocoa 

4 Egg yolks Vy Teaspoonful of baking powder 
1 Teaspoonful of vanilla 4, Teaspoonful of salt 


Beat the egg whites until stiff and fold in the sugar gradually. Fold in the egg 
yolks which have been beaten until thick and light colored. Add the 
vanilla. Gradually fold in the flour which has been sifted, measured and 
sifted again two or three times with the cocoa, baking powder and salt. 
Turn into a large baking pan (about fifteen by ten inches) which has been 
lined with heavy waxed paper and bake for thirteen to fifteen minutes in a 
hot oven — 400 degrees Fahr. Cut the crisp edges from the cake at once 
and turn the cake on to a damp cloth. Spread with mint-flavored boiled 
icing and roll up like a jelly roll. Wrap in the damp cloth to cool. 


FILLING 


2 Egg whites 1 Teaspoonfuls of corn syrup | 
1Y. Cupfuls of granulated sugar Peppermint flavoring to taste 

5 Tablespoonfuls of water 
Mix the egg whites (unbeaten), the sugar, the water and corn syrup in the 
upper part of a double boiler. Place over boiling water and cook for 
approximately seven minutes, beating constantly with a rotary beater during 
the cooking. A shorter time is necessary if an electric beater is used). 
When the mixture will stand in peaks, remove from the boiling water, add 
the flavoring and continue to beat until the frosting is thick enough to 


spread. 
LACY-FAIR CAKE 


V2 Cupful of shortening Yo Teaspoonful of salt 

1 Cupful of fine granulated sugar 2/3 Cupful of milk 

2 Cupfuls of sifted flour 1 Teaspoonful of almond extract 
3 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 3 Egg whites 
Cream the shortening until light, add the sugar gradually and continue 
creaming until thoroughly blended. Sift the flour, measure and sift two or 
three times with the baking powder and salt. Add alternately with the milk 
to the creamed mixture. Add the almond extract and lastly fold in the 
stiffly beaten egg whites. Bake in greased layer cake tins in a moderate 
oven — 375 degrees Fahr. — for twenty-five to thirty minutes. Cool and 
put the layers together with cream or mashmallow filling, or with the icing 
which is used to cover the top and sides. 


BUTTER CREAM ICING 


V4 Cupful of butter Additional sugar, flavoring and 
V4 Cupful of heavy cream coloring as desired 

2 Cupfuls of sifted icing sugar 

Place the butter, cream and icing sugar in the top part of a double boiler 
and let stand for fifteen minutes over hot, but not boiling water. Beat 
vigorously until smooth after removing from the heat, add additional sugar 
to make of spreading consistency and flavor and color as desired. 

The following combinations of flavor and color are popular: 


Vanilla or almond with white. 

Vanilla and almond with pale green. 

Strawberry or wintergreen with pale pink. 

Orange or lemon with pale yellow. 

To frost and decorate the cake: Cover the top and sides of the cake with 
the butter cream icing. Lay in a waxed paper pattern of a bell, heart, 
shamrock or other desired motif on the top and sprinkle the remainder of 
the top and the sides with shredded cocoanut. Remove the pattern and 
fill in the design with additional icing. 


MOCHA SPICE CAKE 


<. etesnn 


Yz Cupful of butter 1a Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
1 Cupful of fine granulated or | Teaspoonful of mixed spices 
fruit sugar Yo Cupful of cold, strong coffee 
2 Egg yolks 2 Egg whites 
Yo Cupful of grated chocolate V4 Cupful of chopped blanched 
(unsweetened) almonds 


1 Cupful of sifted flour 


Cream the butter thoroughly, add the sugar gradually and continue cream- 
ing until the mixture is light and fluffy. Add the well-beaten egg yolks and 
the grated chocolate. Measure the sifted flour and sift again with the 
baking powder and spices. Add one ha'f of these dry ingredients alternately 
with the coffee to the first mixture. Add the stiffly beaten egg whites and 
when partly folded in, add the remainder of the flour mixture which has 
been mixed with the chopped nuts. Continue folding lightly until the 
ingredients are thoroughly combined and turn into a square cake pan 
which has been lined with waxed or greased paper. Bake in a moderate i 
oven — 350 degrees Fahr. — for about -three-quarters of an hour. Cool 
and spread top and sides with the following: | 
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(Continued on page 84} 
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Pea ce-of-A l ind 
You are always sure your 
food is safe in a Westing- 
house, even under abnor- 


mal power conditions. It's 
dual-automatic. 





Muingsites 


Buy the week's supplies at 
week-end prices. Save by 
buying larger quantities. 
Eliminate food spoilage. 





Si- Your most precious asset 
in Protect it with pure whole- 
Is. some foods kept fresh and 
k- healthful in the Westing- 
to house Refrigerator. 


t Chood. Abaattn 


he 
n, 
d- 


HE greatest contribution which the Westinghouse Refrigerator makes to Md 


- your home is the unfailing dependability of its mechanism. You are always SURE ~ G4 “ 
al with Westinghouse! Sure that the dual-automatic “Built-in Watchman” will protect 

= your food, even under abnormal power conditions. Sure that its hermetically sealed 

is mechanism will never need oiling, attention or adjustment. Sure, too, that your 

4 Westinghouse Refrigerator will continue to give you efficient, trouble-free and economical 

4 refrigeration long after it has paid for itself in actual dollars saved. 


Ask your Westinghouse dealer about the new Golden Jubilee models and prices. You'll be 
amazed how easily you can own a Westinghouse. 


Enjoy Its Many 
BENEFITS Now ! 


The Westinghouse Dual-automatic 
Refrigerator is aninvestment . . not 
anexpense. The earlier you decide 
on the purchase . . . the sooner 
you enjoy the dividends it pays in 
health, convenience, peace-of-mind 
and actual cash. Don't go through 
another month like this without 
a Westinghouse! 


Y Olan . pubile ‘lee REFRIGERATOR 


DUAL-AUTOMATIC ¢ HERMETICALLY SEALED # FORCED-DRAUGHT COOLING @ FIVE YEAR WARRANTY 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE Co., LIMITED ¢ HAMILTON, ONTARIO 
Branches in principal cities —_ Dealers throughout Canada 
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A LIVING-ROOM designed to the modern decorative ideal—balanced 
composition, restrained treatment and trim tailored aspect. The simpli- 
city of line conforms to the architectural background, producing an 
ensemble of restful dignity appropriate to the function of the room. This 
happy result was achieved in a house built ‘in the late ’nineties by a 
thoughtfully devised and cleverly executed plan, with a few minor changes 
in structural features. Refurbishing involved only a moderate outlay and 
is an example of skill in combining modern materials, furniture of clean-cut 
design and interesting colors to 
transform a dark old-fashioned 
interior into one of refreshing charm 
and individuality. Freda James of 
Ridpath’s Ltd., decorator. 


4 
A DETAIL of the library showing 
the sycamore table with matching 
chair and the picture to which the 
color scheme of the room is keyed. ' 


ANOTHER VIEW of the living 
room, which shows the fireplace 
remodelled to simplicity and topped 
by an unframed mirror. The colors 
are predominatingly blue and green 
against a grey background, and en- 
livened with touches of Chinese red 
—a scheme inspired by the Van 
Gogh print above the Chesterfield. 
Walls are finished inexpensively 
with grey alabastine; the rugs are a 
soft green tone and the plain chair 
covers are grey and blue. The hand- 
blocked linen upholstery material 
combines blue, green and grey, and 
the draperies are finely checked 
fabric in grey and green. Red 
accents are provided in accessories. 
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New Smartness 
ter an Old House 


by HELEN G. CAMPBELL 
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TWO “UNDERGROUND” posters, arresting in their brilliance and composi- 
tion, set the color plan fcr the dining room shown here. They are mounted in 
modern fashion with chromium corners and hung on ivory alabastine walls. 
Black woodwork and dark oak furniture contrast boldly with the light back- 
ground. At the window, glazed chintz curtains in plain green hang straight to 
the floor, carrying the nice simplicity of line throughout. These with the 
posters and the lively patterned tablecloth provide vivid color—emerald green, 
tones of brown and occasional bright notes against the daring black-and- 
whiteness of the room. Freda James, of Ridpath’s Ltd., decorator. 


THE STUDY or library is developed in rich warm tones suggested by a print 
of Derain’s Tree. The alabastine walls are beige to tone in with the natural 
rubbed oak woodwork, and make an excellent foil for the blues and terracottas 
in the drapery and upholstery fabrics. The homespun couch covering combines 
terracotta and beige in a plaid design, and the deep blue of the picture is 
repeated on the two easy chairs by the fireplace. Straight-hanging curtains are 
natural burlap bound and trimmed in brown and terracotta. The streamlined 
desk, table and two chairs are of sycamore in a warm soft finish which har- 
monizes with the scheme. Built-in bookcases flanking the mantel were added 
when remodelling. Freda James of Ridpath’s Ltd., decorator. 







ROA ERE IE 8 





i i Pork ’ . fa 
: pment pe bee fo Bee jeanne = 
~- Fee me 

Fe a pee ee ~ 





= 





—_ 








CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 











THATS 
CERTAINLY 


“THE BEST THINGS IN 
LIFE, JANE, DONT ALWAYS 
COST THE MOST. TRUE ABOUT 
in a ie QUALITY 
ve onedat 
ANYONE 
CAN | 
AFFORD 



















‘AND DONT FORGET, LADIES, 
MAXWELL HOUSE MEANS 
A SUPERB BLEND“ROASTER 
FRESHNESS~-MORE FLAVOUR 
THROUGH A PERFECT NEW 
GRIND NO MATTER WHAT 
WAY OF MAKING COFFEE 


4 


YOU USE. 







Packed by the Vita-Fresh process, 
all the original freshness is safe- 
guarded in the tin you have to open 
with a key. 



















ROASTED AND PACKED IN CANADA 


MH 10-36 
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93 MENUS 


1 BREAKFAST 


Stewed Rhubarb 
Cereal 
Scrambled Eggs 
offee Tea 





2 Sliced Oranges 
Cereal 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 





3 (Sunday) 
Chilled Pineapple Juice 
Waffles 


Bacon 


Maple Syrup 
Coffee Tea 


4 Cereal with 
Sliced 
Toasted Rolls 
Stewed Fruit 
Coffee Tea 





5 Half Grapefruit 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





6 Tomato Juice 


sas Muffins 
Coffee Tea 





7 Prunes with Lemon 
Bacon 


Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


9 Rhubarb 
Bread and Milk 
Toasted Rolls 
Honey 
Coffee Tea 





(Sunday) 
10 Chilled Goptirss 
Cerea 
Grilled Ham and Eggs 
Toast 
Coffce Tea 





1 1 Tomato Juice 
Cereal 


Toast Stewed Fruit 
Coffee Tea 


12 
Cereal with Chopped Dates 
Toast Conserve 


Coffee Tea 








Cereal 
Coffee Cake 
Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


15 Half Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Scrambled Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 


16 Stewed eres 
(Cook — > Sunday) 


Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 





LUNCHEON or SUPPER 
Cream of Pea Soup 
Toasted Club Sandwich 


Pickles 
Canned Cherries 
Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Spaghetti with Tomato Sauce 


Lettuce Salad, French Dressing 
Fruit Jelly Whi 
(Use cherry juice wom Friday) 
Tea Cocoa 





Jellied Vegetable Mold 
Brown Rolls 
Vanilla Mousse 
Chocolate Sauce 
Wafers 
Tea Cocoa 





Creamed Salmon on Toast 





Gates Stuffed Tomatoes 
Mushroom Sauce 


Stuffed Peach Salad 
Nut Bread 
Tea Cocoa 


Chicken Soup 
Sliced Corned Beef (canned) 
Lyonnaise Potatoes 
ustard Pickles 
Stewed Rhubarb 
Toasted Muffins 
Tea Cocoa 





Scrambled wet with Onion 





Ramekins MPetopet Tuna 
i 
Cabbage and Green Pepper 
Salad 


Canned Plums 
Tea Cocoa 





Baked Beans 
Chili Sauce 
Fresh Fruit Cup 
Sandwich Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 





Cream of Mushroom Soup 
Assorted S 


Spanish Cream 
Spice Cake 
Tea . 





on Toast 
heat Biscuits 
Jelly 


Creamed As 
Whole 
Cottage Cheese 
Tea 





Bacon 
Creamed Potatocs 
Fried Tomato Slices 





Pineapple Sherbet 
afers 
Tea Cocoa 
Macaropi and Chees« 


| Lettuce Vinaigrette Dressing 
| Can 


ned Pears 
Tea Cocoa 





Corn Chowder 
Hard Brown Rolls 
Berry Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 





Combination Vegetable 
Sal 


Salad 
Caramel Junket with Whipped | 


5 Cream 
Tea Cocoa 





Fish Balls 
(left-over fish 
Tartar Sauce 

Cole Slaw 

a and Walnut Salad 


Cocoa 


DINNER 
Fried Salmon Steak 
Tartar Sauce 
Parsley Potatoes 
Mixed Salad Greens 
Steamed Ginger Cup Cakes 
| Coffee Foamy Sauce Tea 


Oven-cooked Steak 
Boiled Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 

Rhubarb Tapioca 
Use rhubarb from Friday’ 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Cocktail 
Roast of Beef 
Browned Potatoes 
Shredded Cabbage 
Lemon Meringue Pie 
Coffee Tea 


Cream of Corn Soup 

| Cold Roast Beef 

| Baked Potatoes 
Beans 
Steamed Rice 


Strin 
Boiled or 

| Maple Syrup 
| Coffee Tea | 


Baked Ham Slice 
Savory Dressing 
Creamed Potatoes 
Fresh Spinach 
Baked Grape Juice Pudding 
Coffee Tea 








Lamb Stew with Vegetables 
ne 
Raw os ineapple 


ad 
Baked Marshmallow Custard 
Joffee Tea 


Julienne Soup 
| Grilled Veal Chops 
| Mashed Potatoes 


Asparagus 
Diced Fruits in Lime Jelly | 
| with Cream Wafers 
| Coffee Tea | 
Shrimp Cocktail 
(Vegetable Plate) 
| New Potatoes in Cream Sauce 
Parsley Carrots, Waxed Beans | 


| 
Liver and Onions | 
Mashed Potatoes 
Scalloped Tomatoes 
| Caramel Cornstarch Pudding 
with Chopped Nuts 
Coffee Tea 


Fruit Cocktai! 

Mixed Grill (Lamb Chops, 
Sausage, Bacon, Mushrooms) 
Baked Potatoes 
Baked Stuffed Onions 
Rhubarb Crisp 
ee Tea 


Roast of Lamb | 
Franconia Potatoes, Cauliflower 
Sliced Oranges with Cocoanut | 
Cake (from Sunday) | 
Coffee Tea 





Cream of Celery Soup 
Rice Ring with Curried Lamb 
Boiled New Cabbage 
cane Pudding 
ae ugar Sauce 

Tea 





Grilled Sirloin Steak 
Horseradish 
Riced Potatoes 
Mashed Turnips 
Chocolate Pie 
Coffee Tea 





Grilled Fresh Ham 
Creamed Potatoes 
| Harvard Beets 
| Chilled Lemon Pudding 
| Coffee Tea 





~~ Halibut | 

% Sauce | 

Potato Balls” Fresh Spinach 

Fresh Pineapple | 

Individual Frosted Cakes 
Coffee Tea 





Barley Broth 
Cold Meat Plate 
Assorted Meats, Potato Salad, 
Tomato, Jelly, Celery, <acueee) 
Johnny Cake Maple Syrup | 
Coffee Tea 


| 


BREAKFAST 
| a7 (Sunday) 
Grapefruit and Pineapple 


Juice 
Grilled Smoked Fish 


Toast Stewed Fruit 
Coffee Tea 
4 8 Oranges 
Cereal 
Brown Toast Honey 
Coffee Tea 
19 Rhubarb 
Bacon 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 


20 Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Bran Muffins Jam 
Coffee Tea 


2 1 Stewed Prunes 


Cereal 
Poached Eggs 
‘Toast 
Coffee Tea 


99 Orange Juice 


French Toast 
Syrup 
Coffee Tea 





23 Cereal with Sliced Bananas 


Bacon 
Toast Jam 
Coffee Tea 


24 (Sunday) 


Chilled Grape Juice 
Parsley Omeiet 


Toast Honey 
Coffee Tea 
25 Grapefruit 
Cereal 
Scones Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





26 Sliced Oranges 


Griddle Cakes 





Syrup 
Coffee Tea 
| 27 Bananas 
Bread and Milk 
Bran Gems Jelly 
Coffee Tea 





28 Tomato Juice 
Cereal 
Toast Marmalade 
Coffee Tea 





99 Stewed Fruit 


Cereal 
Soft-cooked Eggs 
Toast 
Cofiee Tea 


Cereal with Raisins 
Brown Toast, Stewed Fruit 
Coffee Tea 


31 (Sunday) ; 
Grapefruit Juice 


Cereal 
Bacon and Eggs 
Toast 
Coffee Tea 








| 


| 
| 





| 
| 
| 


1 
| 
} 
| 
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LUNCHEON OR SUPPER | 
Devilled Egg Salad with Sliced | | 
Cucumber 
Brown Bread and Butter 
Chocolate Cream Puffs 
Tea Cocoa 


Baked Bean Soup 
Crackers 
Pineapple Upside-down Cak« 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Sweetbreads on Toast 
Sliced Tomatoes 
Canned Fruit Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 





Sardine and Cucumber Salad 
alls 
Blanc Mange with enna 
(from Tuesda 
Tea SoCo 


Frankturters 
Sauerkraut 
Rye Bread and Butter 
Apple Dumplings 
Tea Cocoa 





Vegetable Chowder 
Toasted Cheese Sandwiches 
Canned Pears 
Tea Cocoa 


Creamed Mushrooms and Eggs 


on Pastry Squares 
Fruit Cup 
Cake 
Tea Cocoa 


Cold Meat Loaf 
Jellied Vegetable Molds 
Mixed Pickles 
Butterscotch Meringue Tarts 
Tea Cocoa 


Welsh Rarehit 
Dill Pickies 
Fruit Salad 

Cream Dressing 
Tea Cocoa 


Ham Hash with Poached Eggs 
Chili Sauce 
Diced Fruit in Lemon Jelly 
Tea Cocoa 


Ox-Taii Soup 
Sliced Fresh Bologna 
Pan-fried Potatoes 
Sliced Cucumbers and Onions 
‘Toasted Mufhns Honey 
Tea Cocoa 


Spanish Rice 
Lettuce with Roquefort 
Dressing 
Stewed Fruit Cookies 
Tea Cocoa 


Broiled Smoked Fish 
Sliced Tomatoes 
Date Tapioca Cream 
Tea Cocoa 


Bean or Pea Soup 
Mixed Fruit Salad 
Crackers Cheese 
Tea Cocoa 


Chicken and Celery Salad 
_ Brown Bread 
Individual Strawberry 
Shortcakes 
Tea Co ocoa 


| Coffee 


| 
Coffee Tea 
| 





Oe me 





DINNER 


Dressed Pork Tenderloin 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Baked Tomatoes 
Jellied Apricots 
Macaroons Tea 


Fricassee of Beef with 
Vegetables 
Beet Greens 
Butterscotch Tapioca 
Coffee Tea 


Boiled Corned Beef 
Potatoes Shredded Cabbage 
Lemon Bread Pudding 
Coffee fea 


Asparagus Soup 
Cold Sliced Corned Beef 
Baked Potatoes 
Creamed Onions 
Banana Shortcake 


Meat Pie 
Buttered Carrots 
Cherry Jelly 
Custard Sauce 
Coffee Tea 


Spinach 


Fried Fillets of Fish 
with Lemon 
Parsley Potatoes 
Broiled Tomatoes 
Prune Whip 
Cofiee Tea 
Consommé 
Baked Meat Loaf 
Scalloped Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 
Rice Pudding 
Cotfee Tea 


| Baked Virginia Ham 
Jellied Horseradis!; 
Creamed Potatoes 
Green Beans 
Ice Cream, Fresh Strawberries 
Sponge Cakes 
Coffee Tea 





Vegetable Soup 
Cold Sliced Ham 
Baked Potatoes 
Cauliflower 
Baked Chocolate Custard 
Coffee Tea 





Breaded Vea! Cutlets 
Riced Potatoes \sparawus 
Deep Rhubarh Pie 
Coffee lea 


Baked Salmon Loaf 
Tomato Sauce 


Mashed Potatoes Pous 
Fresh Pineappl 
Cakes 
Cotice Tea 


Grilled Kidneys and Bacon 
Potato Cakes 
Boiled Cabbay« 
Peach Cobbler 
Coffer Pea 


Clam Chowder 
Vegetable Plate 
Baked Potato 
Green Beans 
Harvard Beets 
Gingerbread Hard Sauct 
Coffee Tea 


Corn 


Mock Duck 
Browned Potatoes 
Buttered Beets 
Blane Mange with Jelly 
Coffee Tea 


Tomato Bouillon 
| Roast of Lamb Mint Sauce 
Mashed Potatoes 
Spinach Molds 
Maple Bavarian Creain 
Cotfee Tea 





The Meals of the Month as compiled by M. Frances 
Hucks are a regular feature of Chatelaine each month. 
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MIX YOUR 
SPRING TONIC WITH 


VITAMIN 4 EA 


| CHALFONTE 
HADDON 
HALL 


Come down and lie in a 
lazy chair while sunshine 
seeps into your soul and 
the white surf lulls you to 
sleep. Within the hotels 
we'll outdo Nature in mak- 
ing your waking moments 
even more pleasant. 
$7.50 up, Chalfonte.$8 up. 
Haddon Hall, single, Amer- 
ican Plan. $5 up. Haddon 
Hall. single. European 
Plan. Low weekly rates. 


&. Leeds and Lippincott Company 
PATLANTIC CITY & 








A SAND-BOX 
for the KIDDIES 


by G. THOMPSON 


CHILDREN ARE not naturally tidy. 

There may be some five-year-olds, who 
when warned that dinner is almost ready, 
will rise quietly, arrange toys neatly and 
without protest submit to having grubby 
hands washed and hair brushed. There 
may~be some; but if my five-year-old 
adopted such a course, frankly I would be 
worried. 

Usually when dragged away to his 
evening meal the living room, if he has 
been playing there, is left distinctly untidy 
and occasionally dangerous. Toys are 
strewn about indiscriminately and the rug 
is badly crinkled. In the summertime, the 
same applies to the sand pile. Having 
become reconciled to such conditions, I 
now endeavor to arrange his play places to 
suit his temperament rather than adopt 
the, perhaps, more courageous course of 
trying to reform the child. 

Having a good lawn with flowers at the 
back of the house, we decided with the 
first child that the ugly sand pile would be 
relegated to the rear of the lot where it 
could be screened with shrubbery. A shal- 
low hole was dug, boxed in, and filled with 
sand. It was not a success. 

The screening shrubbery kept the place 
dark and attracted mosquitoes. My wife 
was continually worried, too, as to the 
whereabouts of her young hopeful. The 
morning’s work was frequently interrupted 
with trips to the bottom of the garden. 
Finally after an all-day rain, when the 
mother reached her wit’s end with the 
children playing indoors, there was no 
respite because the sand would stay sod- 
den for another twenty-four hours. 

So a real sand box was devised. This 
was made just narrow enough to go 
through the cellar window, to permit re- 
moval to the basement in the winter time 
where it is set up and gives service no 
matter what the temperature may be out- 
side. 

In our case the box is about three feet 
wide, five long and six inches deep. It is 
floored with tongued and grooved lumber 
and sits firmly on four blocks of wood 
about five inches square. This keeps the 
affair off the ground, away from earth and 
worms, and the children are able to play 
comfortably. There are set seats on the 
corner and also rubber kneeling pads if the 
young lad and his friends prefer to get 
right down to business. 

To prevent the sand washing away in the 
rains, it is necessary to make the box fairly 
watertight. This, of course, means that it 
catches a good deal of water in a shower, 
but now being exposed to the full sun most 
of the day and raised off the ground it dries 
out in a short time. It is within sight of 
the kitchen window and at the side of the 
lawn. 

After a few hours in that position it soon 
became apparent that children and grass 
did not get along any too well. Unsightly 
bare spots in the sod soon appeared. Then 
came a really brilliant idea. For three feet 
all around, the ground was paved with 
irregular flagstones. Even the most ener- 
getic five-year-old cannot move these when 
firmly set on soil and the cracks between 
filled with clean sand. The stones are 
roughly about twelve by fifteen inches and 
some three inches thick. They make a dry 
footing or kneeling place for the children 
and are much to be preferred to bare 
ground fringed with straggling grass. The 
box is arranged so that there is shade dur- 
ing the morning when the young people 
are active and also in late afternoon. In 
early afternoon there is no interest any- 
way, as that time is occupied with dinner 
and the regular nap. 





pages each, 


CARE AND FEEDING OF HOBBY 
HORSES. By Ernest Elmo Calkins. 700 
subjects from which to select the thing 
that will most fascinate you, and a list 
of 1,500 books on Hobbies. 


YOU CAN WRITE. By F. Fraser Bond 
(School of Journalism, Columbia Uni- 
versity). This book covers short stories, 
novels, plays and articles. 


HOW TO SPEND YOUR HUSBAND’S 
LEISURE. By Doris Webster. A clever 
and amusing way of discovering your 
husband’s or anyone else’s_ special 
aptitudes. 


WHAT TO DO ABOUT YOUR INVEN- 
TION. By Edward Thomas. A real 
manual for the inventor. The author has 
had years of experience. 


TROPICAL FISH. By Lucile Quarry 
Mann. A complete handbook on the home 
aquarium. Here is an absorbing treatise 
on breeding and keeping fish. 


PHOTOGRAPHY FOR FUN—By William 
M. Strong. A most complete and read- 
able handbook for the amateur photo- 
grapher, with fourteen full-page photo- 
graphs. 


QUILTING. By Elizabeth King. A prac- 
tical handbook on the art of quilting. 
Fourteen full page illustrations as a 
guide to patterns and designs. 


MUSIC FOR EVERYBODY. By Sigmund 
Spaeth. A practical course in musical 
appreciation by the author of “‘The Art 
of Enjoying Music.” 


A GARDEN IN THE HOUSE. By Helen 
Van Pelt Wilson. The indoor garden 
is fully treated here from the culture 
of bulbs to the care of potted plants and 
the construction of terrariums. 
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THE LIFE OF THE PARTY. By Fred 

ll Menaker and Franklin Folsom. Fifty 
cures for a dull evening. Half a hun- 
dred sure fire parlor games and a spell- 
ing bee besides. 


By Myron M. Stearns. A seasoned and 
successful author and editor tells the 
things which are necessary in addition 
to good writing to become successful. 


12 HOW TO SELL WHAT YOU WRITE. 


To The TRANS-CANADA NEWS Co., 
210 Dundas Street West, Toronto, Ont. 


amusements and occupations. 
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Announcing 


A NEW HOBBY LIBRARY 


at 25 cents per volume 





PLEASURE and PROFIT from LEISURE HOURS 


HY not start a hobby library today? Here in these Leisure League 

WV books is assembled the finest available material on all kinds of 

Whether you want to acquire a new 

hobby, or to make money out of your old one, or simply to have a lot of 
fun of an evening, these Leisure League books will show you how. 


BEAUTIFULLY DESIGNED and PRINTED 


All the books in the Leisure League Hobby Series are of a uniform size, 5% x 8 
inches, and beautifully designed to form an attractive library set. The books are 
profusely illustrated with photographs and drawings wherever possible, and are 
printed with clear readable type on the best grade of paper, averaging about 100 


CHOOSE FROM THESE TITLES 


CLOTHES. By Hannah Shelton. One 
of New York’s leading designers tells a 
simple, fascinating and practical method 
by which you may learn to sketch and 
execute your own ideas. 


STAMP COLLECTING. By Henry Ren- 

14. ouf. The world’s greatest hobby pre- 
sented to the beginner, with material that 
even the seasoned philatelist can use. 
Profusely illustrated. 


13 HOW TO DESIGN ¥Y OUR OWN 


HIKER’S GUIDE. By Ben Solomon. 

15 Practical hints on a hobby that anyone 
can enjoy. A hiker who really hikes 
takes us into the country. 


INTERIOR DECORATING. By Helen 
1 M. Daggett. How to be one’s own decor- 
ator, how to choose colors, pick designs, 
know furniture, and solve the many 
problems of making an attractive and 
livable home. Many illustrations. 


DISCOVER THE STARS. By Gaylord 
7 Johnson. Popular astronomy presented 
with numerous drawings and charts to 
bring the universe around us within our 


grasp. 


CROCHET BOOK. By Elizabeth King. 

8 All kinds of crocheting for one’s ward- 
robe and one’s home, from blouses to 
bedspreads, from hats to purses, with 
many illustrations. 


BETTER BRIDGE. By Samuel Fry, Jr. 
A complete exposition of the system of 
contract bridge bidding, by one of the 
continent’s leading bridge authorities. 


FRIENDLY ANIMALS; A BOOK OF 

20 UNUSUAL PETS. By Lucile rry 
Mann. More than a hundred different 
animals that have been kept as pets— 
their habits and their care. 


HOW SMART ARE YOU?’ By F. E. 

2 1 Menaker. Seventy-five ways to test your 
wits. Fun at any party yet equally fas- 
cinating when you're alone. 


MOTOR CAMPING. By Porter Varney. 
Where and how to go and what to take. 
Complete plans for making equipment, 
even to a house trailer. Fully illustrated. 


WORKING WITH TOOLS. By Harry J. 

2 Hobbs. Outlines the complete home 
workshop. Use and care of tools, identi- 
fication of different woods, practical sug- 
gestions for things to build, 
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In any event... 
serve “Christie’s’’ 


For more than 80 years, the name 
Christie’s has stood for everything 
that is best in biscuit baking. 
Today, the very latest Christie creations 
a4 . . “RITZ,” those nutty-flavored slightly- 

: salted, dainty little wafers that actually 
improve the flavor of cheese, soups and 
salads; “CRISBROWN,” the new tender, 
toasted Soda Wafers . maintain the 
high standard of quality and freshness for 
which all Christie’s Biscuits are so justly 
celebrated. 

In any event, always have them in the 
home .. as well as all the other Christie 
Biscuits you know so well. 







=~ 
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————— ape 


Christies 


iscuits 


“here's a Christie Biscuit for every taste e 








extra bran to be mildly laxative. 
Help keep you fit and active. 
They digest easily. Nourish 
quickly. 

Buy PEP Bran Flakes from 
your grocer. Always oven-crisp 
and delicious. 
Enjoy them 
often for break- 
fast, lunch or 
supper. Made 
by Kellogg in 
London, Ont. 


THIS POPULAR CEREAL 
RELEASES ENERGY QUICKLY 


Kellogg’s PEP Bran Flakes have 
the crispness and flavor that ac- 
tive people like. The goodness of 
grain—toasted crisp and ready 
to eat with milk or cream. 
Every bowlful of these better 
bran flakes nourishes the body 
and feeds strength and energy. 
PEP Bran Flakes are genuine 
bran flakes. They contain enough 


Kelboygg PEP BRAN FLAKES 











Pot Luck 


(Continued from page 73) 





percolators are faulty in this respect, so 
there is a point to consider. Have the 
water boiling or start with cold; it makes 
no difference so far as we can see. What 
does affect the flavor is the rate of perking 
and this is a time when gentleness is ad- 
visable. Tempests in a coffee pot result in 
bitterish brew. How long should bubbling 
goon? The time differs: something a little 
more or less than seven minutes is usually 
about right. 
Boiled Coffee 

This coffee can be delicious but very 
often isn’t—due to fast and furious boiling 
or too long cooking. Try this way to pro- 
vide yourself with an acceptable drink at 
the breakfast table. Put in the pot the 
amount of coffee required and add the cor- 
rect proportion of cold water with, if you 
like, a whole egg or broken eggshell. Bring 
it slowly to the boil, stir down the grounds, 
then boil gently again for one minute. Add 
a dash of cold water, let settle by standing 
in a warm place, then serve at once. 


Steeped Coffee 

Put the same amount of coffee in the pot 
as for other methods. Pour over it freshly 
boiling, not merely hot, water, then cover 
tightly and allow to stand ten minutes in 
a warm place. Stir once or twice during 
the time and as soon as it has steeped suffi- 
ciently, serve at once from a fresh scalded 
pot. 

Café Noir 

Make it by any of the foregoing methods 
—double strength; either use twice as 
much coffee or half as much water as the 
usual proportion. 


Coffee for Fifty Folks 

Measure four and a half cupfuls of coffee 
in a cheesecloth bag and tie loosely to 
allow for swelling. Add six quarts of cold 
water and one-quarter teaspoonful of salt, 
then bring gradually to the boiling point. 
Remove from the fire and after it has stood 
for ten minutes in a warm place, remove 
the bag, dilute with one quart of milk and 
reheat to below simmering temperature. 
Add one cupful of heavy cream and serve 
at once. 

Now that we have the coffee made, let 
us serve it as it should be served. In gener- 
ous, pompous-looking cups for breakfast 
with or without rich cream or cream and 
sugar. Some people like hot milk in their 
morning coffee and some prefer condensed 
or evaporated milk above all else. For 
lunch or mid-afternoon sipping, the coffee 
cups are smaller and finer, the accompani- 
ments are sugar and cream to your taste. 
At the midnight snack it’s any kind of a 
cup and anything you like to go in or with 
it. The demi-tasse after dinner comes in 
small coffee cups, correctly with no addi- 
tions, though there is no law against a little 
cream and sugar for anyone who must have 
the trimmings. 

And now we'll put the kettle on—for 
tea. 

This most economical and refreshing 
beverage is the simplest of all to make and 
the easiest spoiled by an unsympathetic 
hand. It needs the understanding touch, 
the genuine affection of the maker, and so 
well does it respond to good treatment 
that it has become the favorite of miliions. 

Buy good tea; it’s a lot cheaper in the 
long run and infinitely more enjoyable. 
Then, to keep the fine bouquet and flavor 
of the leaves, store them in a tightly 
covered caddy or a closed glass jar. For 
brewing purposes, there is nothing quite 
like an earthenware pot of the Brown 
Betty type; it seems to develop superlative 
flavor if (and it’s a big 7f) it is kept thor- 
oughly cleaned. Rinsing isn’t sufficient; it 
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requires a good washing inside and out. 

In justice to your good tea, measure it 
into a pot already scalded and warmed. 
Use boiling water for the brew; everybody 
ought to know that, but some don’t, and 
many more don’t seem to realize that the 
water should be freshly drawn and freshly 
boiled. Then, too, it’s a fact that the best 
tea is made with water from a kettle free 
of lime deposit. 

With first-class ingredients—good tea 
and freshly drawn, freshly boiled boiling 
water—it’s easy to make an infusion which 
delights the palate and refreshes the soul. 
No wonder good tea is called the cup that 
cheers. 

These are the golden rules of tea-making; 
measure the leaves, one teaspoonful for 
each person and one for the pot; put them 
in a warm pot and pour over them the 
proper quantity of boiling water. Cover 
and infuse for five minutes, then serve with 
all its glory and freshness still upon it. If 
for any reason it cannot have immediate 
service, pour from the leaves into another 
warm teapot, cover with a cosy and keep 
warm but below simmering temperature. 

It’s my idea of luxurious living to find a 
cup of freshly brewed hot tea by my bed- 
side when I open my eyes to a new day. 
Many people like it for breakfast, and 
indeed it’s appropriate at any meal or in 
between. To me it fulfils its noblest mis- 
sion, some time between four and five of an 
afternoon. 

Tastes differ as to tea accompaniments. 
Those who like it clear will tell you that 
any addition is merely painting the lily. 
The rest of us are divided between two 
schools of thought—the milk or cream and 
sugar folks on the one hand, and the slice 
of lemon addicts on the other. And there 
are those who like the more unusual flavor 
of orange or spices with their tea. Each to 
his own fancy; far be it from me to interfere 
in such a personal matter. But should I 
drop in on you, welcome me if you please 
with tea—tea the merest drop of cream in 
it—and I'll be satisfied so long as there’s 
another cup in the pot. 

Last but not least by any means are 


_ those flavorful drinks which offer nourish- 


ment as well as warm comfort to the weary. 
And to the fresh-as-a-daisy people for that 
matter; you don’t need to be all tuckered 
out to enjoy a tall cup of cocoa or choco- 
late or a delicious beverage made by mix- 
ing chocolate flavored powders with their 
quota of milk. Fact is, they’re considered 
good taste any time by almost everybody. 

But remember that you’re dealing with 
a food as well as drink—-a dual-purpose 
beverage, so to speak—and the thing is to 
fit it into a suitable menu. They’re too 
rich to accompany a hearty dinner but 
supplement a light meal admirably— 
breakfast, a light lunch or supper. 

Hot drinks from the prepared powders 
are a matter of no effort at all and only a 
very few minutes. You'll find directions 
on the package, so I leave you to your mix- 
ing. In preparing a cup—or several cups 

of cocoa or chocolate, you may start 
from scratch or if you’re a beforehand 
housekeeper work from a bottle of chocolate 
syrup which you keep in the refrigerator 
ready for the purpose. Good idea, that! 
Now when you begin at the beginning, this 
is the best way to go about it for the nicest 
result. Measure one tablespoonful of 
cocoa and one-quarter cupful of cold water 
in a saucepan, put on the stove and stir 
until heated and smooth. Let boil for a 
minute or two, add one-half to one table- 
spoonful of sugar, three-quarters of a cup- 
ful of milk and a few grains of salt. Heat, 
beat and serve. And there you'll have a 
rich, smooth, delicious drink which will 
make you wish you’d made more while you 
were at it. 

For the sake of variety you may use 
evaporated milk diluted according to 
directions or you may add a little vanilla or 
cinnamon to your cocoa before serving. 
After it’s poured into the cup, you can 
dress it up with a dab of whipped cream— 
or how would you like a marshmallow 
bobbing about on top? Very good and very 
partyish. 
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in te GENERAL Evectric Rumpus Room’ 


A cheery playroom at the foot of the cellar stairs 


ODAY, the old-fashioned cellar, with its dirt and waste 

space, has undergone a marvellous transformation. 
In the modern General Electric Home, it becomes the 
children’s paradise by day—the grown-ups’ recreation 
room by night. 

This new General Electric ‘Rumpus Room” is just as 
clean as any other room inthe home. That is because the 
General Electric Oil Furnace is completely enclosed. 
Together with the G-E Air Conditioning equipment, it 


CANADIAN 


operates silently and automatically — without a trace of 
odor, soot or dust. 

Canadian General Electric Company will be glad to 
give you detailed information on how to modernize the 
basement of your home. In the illustrated booklet ‘The 
General Electric Home”, you will find many practical 
suggestions for transforming this ‘extra floor’’ into a 
Recreation Room, Workshop and Electric Laundry. To 
obtain this free booklet, fill out and mail the coupon today. 


Canadian General Electric Co. Limited 
212 King St. West, TORONTO 


Please send me, without obligation, free copies of the illustrated 
booklets: ‘The General Electric Home” and ‘‘The New Art of Living”. 


Name. 


Street Address .. 


GENERAL @ ELECTRIC 


General Electric Products include Everything Electrical for ] 
{ the Home. Convenient terms available through G-E dealers. 


Town or City 
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EVERYONE LIKES delicious, nut-brown 
Shredded Wheat. And it’s packed with vital 
food essentials so necessary to each member 
of the family. Carbohydrates, mineral salts 
and vitamins — for sound growth, energy 
and strength. Order Shredded Wheat for 
tomorrow’s breakfast. 
THE CANADIAN SHREDDED WHEAT 
COMPANY, LTD. 
Niagara Falis ~ 





12 big biscuits 


in every box. eae 


SHREDDED WHEAT 


MADE IN CANADA ~- OF CANADIAN WHEAT 





has invaluable hints on dress-mak- 
ing and home-sewing. Use the 


The Canadian Speo! Cotten Company, Dept. X-53, P.O. Box 519, Montreal, P.Q. 


I enclose 


ADDRESS 


10c for book, “Sewing Secrets.” 
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They’re made in Canada by The Canadian Spool Cotton Company, Makers of Coats’ and 
Clark’s 6 Cord Speol Cotton, 
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COOKS ARE NOT born great, 
in spite of what you may hear 
about mother-in-law's mince pies. 
Never mind, you'll achieve great- 
ness before your son is old enough 
to get himself a wife. Not, how 
ever, by adding whipped cream to 
everything; and not by garnishing 
a dish within an inch of its life. The way to go about it, in case you're 
interested, is to get right down to the root of the matter and look 
to your flavors. Nobody can tell you and you can't learn from books, 
or even Chatelaine, exactly how much seasoning to use. But, good 
ness knows, you've got a palate, haven't you-— and a spoon to lick. 

In soups or sauces or any creamed dish from cabbage to pea 
cocks’ tongues, it's the seasoning that makes one great and the 
other just so-so. Of course, you add the saving pinch of salt and 
dash of pepper, but don't let it go at that. Try a little onion, chopped 
chives, parsley, mustard, garlic, beef cubes and extracts, catsups, 
Worcestershire, tabasco and other sauces designed to give a zip to 
the blandest mixture. But don't go the limit either, for too much is 
as bad as too little. Season by all means but season with discretion 
— with much testing and tasting. 





Good Fishing ! 


FISHING around the shops in search of news for you, | was lucky 
enough to find the net, if not the fish. But this one had never seen 
the water —'never will, except in a wash tub. 

Oh, yes; it was © businesslike fishnet all right, big corks round 
the edges 'n' everything. But here it was, of all things, a tablecloth. 
Whatever next! And whatever will the men that go down to the sea 
in ships think of us women! 

You've no idea how swanky it looks with the dark wood showing 
through and its monster corks forming the border. The very thing for 
a bon voyage party, if you've a friend sailing for Europe this summer. 
The very setting for a chowder feed served buffet fashion — the 
soup in title covered crockery pots, the salad in a big wooden bowl, 
the cheese and crackers (mot hard tack) on their own special tray. 

Use blue or white, or blue and white china for hot food, and blue 
glass for ginger ale or other cold drinkables. The centrepiece might 
be a fleet of toy sailing ships, some amusing fish ornaments, a light- 
house model, or huge prickly pink-lined shells like the old-fashioned 
ones you used to see in the parlor. 

Seems it's smart to be nautical this season, and what with 
Britannia ruling the waves, could anything be more appropriate for 
us? Even in the Canadian navy — well, we won't go into that. 


Twenty-fourth of NV lay 


PICNICKING, | fishing, plant- 
ing potatoes and leaving off red 
flannel petticoats — four good 
ways to make the twenty-fourth of 
May a great occasion. 

Well, you can do as you like, 
but I'm going to have a picnic. 
I'm going to beg, borrow or steal 
a camp stove, pack a hamper with enough food for ten, fill vacuum 
bottles with coffee for twelve, then the five of us will hop in the car 
and set off for parts unknown. 

There'll be bacon, of course, but not bacon an’ eggs this time. 
We're going to chop it and fry with onions until crispy brown, then 
into the skillet with a big can of spaghetti and, just when everyone is 
standing around with their plates stretched out, a cupful or so of 
grated cheese. That mouth-watering fragrance will put the pines 
to shame! 

And with it — who cares about their starches? — good husky 
slices of rye bread and butter, mustard pickles or whopping dills, and 
anything else we can think of at the time. For dessert, if there's still 
room, a nut and date loaf taken out of its wax paper wrapping and 
cut on the spot. And fruit to be eaten as it's meant to be, without 
benefit of cutlery. No sissified cake with fluffy icing for us! Last on 
the menu, but by no means least, either in importance or quantity, 
there'll be coffee thrice all round in big cups or half a dozen times in 
smaller ones. 

Thus we officially open the picnic season. 





Ladies. Do Your Stuff 
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A merchant in Barrie, Ontario, found a very effective way of demonstrating the difference 


in canned peas. 


A lady had protested to this grocer that he was charging her four cents too much for a can 
of peas—a nationally-advertised brand. “At X’s”, she said, “I can get peas just as good 


for four cents less than your price”. 


The grocer’s reply was to send his errand boy to X’s for a can of the cheaper peas. Then 
he opened the two tins in the presence of his customer. The revelation showed the tin of 
nationally-advertised peas to look very different to begin with. They looked fresher. 


were of superior flavor and more tender. 


These qualities, the grocer told her, were due to the method of 
packing. “The canner of this nationally-advertised brand”, he 
said, “has a quality-reputation to maintain. These peas are 
canned within a few hours of the time they are picked and, 
therefore, come to your table fresher and more tender than you 
would normally get fresh green peas. 


“Peas are one of those vegetables which begin to dry out the 
moment they are pulled from the vine. It is one product where 
you should certainly insist on the best brand you can buy”. 


Nationally-advertised products are almost invariably winners in 
a comparison test. When you are offered something “just as 
good”, ask yourself this question—“Is this offered on the basis of 
better value to me or of greater profit for someone else?” 


Many products now in 
eneral use started as 
uxuries at high prices. 

National deeds 

has so increased their 

consumption and pro- 
duction that they are 
now available to every- 
one at moderate prices. 


Refuse imitation prod- 
ucts which are offered 
you for acce plance 
with the specious 
recommendation of 
“They are just as 


good.” 
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[This is one of a series of articles on why you should always ask for and insist on getting nationally-advertised products. } 
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Here are New Peas 
and we Mean they’re 


Really New 


GREEN GIANTS 


Ux Ws . 





Many women think “‘peas is 
; ."” But never was there a 

ter mistake. Peas differ not merely 
in size. They differ in flavor according to 
variety—just as Jonathan apples differ 
from Northern Spies. . 


Now prepare to enjoy a new pea flavor 

Q low tenderness of sunny 

hours in May. The name is 

variety, the result of years of patient ex- 

are mere babies when they 

9g at the very peak of tender, 

marvelous flavor undiminished. 

would serve fresh peas from your own 

Giant's label and is your in- 

that calls for peas. Grown and packed 
of Canada, Ltd., Tecumseh, Ont. 
tables—Grown and Packed in Canada 


that brings to the table the bouquet of 
April showers and the mel- 
Green Giants. 

Green Giant peas are an entirely new 
perimentation by food ‘scientists. The 
amazing thing about them is that they 

reach the amazing size that 
gave them their name. Then 
a sweetness they are picked and 
packed, reaching the table with their 

Green Giants are mixed in size, just as 

they come from the pod, and just as you 
garden. ‘‘Ungraded as to 
size’ appears on every Green 
suranceof natural garden size. 

Economical—and fine in any recipe 
in Canada. Your grocer has them now. 
Also packers of Del Maiz Niblets, Del Maiz 
Cream-Style Corn and Gerber’s Strained Vege- 

il 
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Peas in the 
Pod—with- 
out the Pod 
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GLOSSY MOCHA ICING 


3 Squares of unsweetened 2/2 Tablespoonfuls of hot, strong 
chocolate coffee 
1, Cupfuls of sifted icing sugar 3 Egg yolks 
4 Tablespoonfuls of butter 

Melt the chocolate over hot water, remove from the heat and add the 
sugar and hot coffee, blending thoroughly. Add the egg yolks, one at a 
time, beating vigorously after the addition of each. Add the butter one 
tablespoonful at a time, and again, beat well after each addition. (Half 
this amount may be made, using one whole egg in place of the amount of 


egg yolk needed). 
MAPLE SYRUP CAKE 


V4 Cupful of butter 1%, Cupfuls of sifted flour 
Y4 Cupful of granulated sugar 1%, Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
| Egg V4 Teaspoonful of baking soda 

3/8 Cupful of maple syrup Y4 Cuptul of milk 

Cream the butter thoroughly, add the sugar gradually and continue 
creaming until smooth and light. Add the thoroughly beaten egg and mix 
well. Gradually add the maple syrup while continuing to beat; and if the 
mixture shows a slight tendency to curdle during the addition, add a little 
of the flour. Measure the sifted flour and sift again with the baking powder 
and the soda. Add these dry ingredients alternately with the milk to the 
first mixture. Turn into a greased tube pan and bake in a moderate oven 
—350 degrees Fahr.—for forty-five to fifty minutes. Cool and cover the 
top and sides with the following: 


FLUFFY MAPLE ICING 


| Cupful of maple syrup 2 Egg whites 
Heat the maple syrup to boiling and boil until it spins a thread when a little 
is dropped from a spoon. Pour very slowly on to the stiffly beaten egg 
whites, continuing to beat during the addition and afterward until the 
mixture is the right consistency for spreading. 


RAISIN ALMOND LOAF 


Yo Cupful of butter 1/3 Cupful of finely cut sultana 
| Cupful of sugar raisins 


2 Eggs 2 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder 
1/3 Cupful of finely chopped 1/3 Teaspoonful of salt 
blanched almonds 


2/3 Cuptul of milk 
2 Cupfuls of sifted flour ¥, Teaspoonful of vanilla 


Cream the butter, add the sugar gradually and continue creaming until 
the mixture is smooth and light. Add the unbeaten eggs, one at a time, 
beating thoroughly after the addition of each. Add the nuts and the 
raisins and mix well. Measure the sifted flour and sift again two or three 
times with the baking powder and salt. Add these dry ingredients alter- 
nately with the milk to the first mixture, beating until smooth. Add the 
vanilla and turn into a large greased loaf pan, or into two small ones and 
bake in a moderate oven — 350 degrees Fahr. — for about one hour. Cool 
and spread the top thickly with the following: 


BUTTER ICING 


4 Tablespoonfuls of butter 3 Tablespoonfuls of milk (more or 
2 Cupfuls of sifted icing sugar less) 
| Teaspoonful of vanifla Pinch of salt 
Cream the butter until very light, add the sugar gradually and continue 
creaming after each addition, thinning the mixture with the milk as it 
becomes stiff. When the mixture is the right consistency for spreading, add 
the vanilla and the salt and spread roughly on the top of the loaf. Decor- 
ate the surface with shaved, toasted almonds and, if desired, with whole 


sultana raisins. 
MARQUIS CAKE 


Grated rind from one half of a 
large orange 
¥% Cupful of finely chopped walnuts 
V4 Teaspoonful of salt 
Teaspoonful of cream of tartar 


Separate the egg yolks and whites and beat the yolks until thick and light 
colored. Gradually add the sugar and the Cream of Wheat and continue 
beating. Add the vanilla, the orange rind and the chopped walnuts. Lastly, 
fold in the egg whites which have been beaten until stiff, with the salt and 
the cream of tartar. Turn into two small layer cake tins which have been 
lined with heavy brown paper and well greased. Bake in a fairly slow oven 
—325 degrees Fahr. — for forty minutes. Cool and put the layers together 
with sweetened and whipped cream. Top with more of the cream and 
garnish with shaved candied orange peel or walnuts, if desired. 


OLD FASHIONED SPANISH BUN 


2 Cupfuls of sifted flour i; Teaspoonful of grated nutmeg 
b 


3 Eggs 
¥%, Cupftul of sugar 

Cupful of Cream of Wheat 
V4 Teaspoonful of vanilla 


4 Teaspoonfuls of baking powder Cupfuls of brown sugar 

V4 Teaspoonful of salt 4, Cupful of butter 

| Tablespoonful of cinnamon 3 Eggs 

| Teaspoonful of ginger | Cupful of milk 
Measure the sifted flour and sift again two or three times with the baking 
powder, salt and spices. Combine with the sifted brown sugar. Add the 
butter which has been heated until soft but not oily, then add the beaten 
eggs and the milk. Beat the mixure thoroughly and turn into a greased 
square baking pan. Bake in a moderate oven — 350 degrees Fahr. — for 
thirty-five to forty-five minutes. Cool and spread with the following: 


MERINGUE ICING 


2 Egg whites Yo Cupful of brown sugar 

Beat the egg whites until stiff, gradually add the sifted brown sugar and 
continue beating until the mixture is smooth and fluffy and will stand in 
peaks. Spread thickly and roughly on the top of the cake and return to 
a slow oven — 300 degrees Fahr. — for about fifteen minutes or until 
delicately browned. 
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Cut food costs by utilizing 
“left-overs”, easily made 
attractive and palatable with 


MADE IN SCOTLAND 
FOR 100 YEARS 20 


For free recipe book write 
Box 73, Montreal, Dept. J. 





Delicious and nourishing on 
toast, bread or as a complete 
sandwich filling. Just what you 
want for luncheons or picnics. 
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Bring a New Excitement 
To Your Cooking 


With these culinary secrets from the 
Chatelaine Institute 


Five New Service Bulletins 
* 


28 COOKIE RECIPES 
Price 10 Cents—No. 2,200 


* 


MAN-MADE MEALS 
Price 5 Cents—No. 2,204 


* 


WEDDING ETIQUETTE 
Price 5 Cents—No. 400 


* 


SWEET AND SAVORY SAUCES 
Price 5 Cents—No. 2,203 


* 
FAVORITE DESSERTS OF 


THE CHATELAINE INSTITUTE 
Price 15 Cents—No. 2,201 


* 


Ask for Them by Number 
See Page 92 
* 


CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS 
481 University Avenue, Toronto 
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JELLY DESSERTS 
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tant is the traditional in modern interiors 
that one manufacturer has made a spe- 
cialty of pieces inspired by Heppelwhite, 
Chippendale, Sheraton and other masters 
of the cabinetmaker’s art. 

For the living room, chesterfields and 
chairs are “tops” in comfort—low slung, 
generous and sturdy, with coverings in a 
variety of weaves and colors to suit any 
choice and fit into any scheme. Among the 
smartest fabrics are interesting textures in 
plain or tweed effects, plaids, stripes and 
other attractive new-fashioned old-fash- 
ioned patterns. Companion furniture 
incidental chairs, occasional tables of all 
shapes and sizes, desks, cabinets and chests 
of drawers are available in walnut, mahog- 
any, maple and many rarer woods. 

Bedroom suites show refinement and 
economy of decoration. Beds are low, bur- 
eaus, chiffoniers and dressing tables simple 
in line with cleverly contrived drawer 
space and attractive hardware. Many of 
the new mirrors are round and unframed. 

Greater attention is given by Canadian 
furniture manufacturers to sound construc- 
tion, grace and finish to meet an ever grow- 
ing taste for fine appointments of dignified 
symmetry. 

In keeping with the semi-formal atmos- 
phere of modern dining rooms, the newer 
suites are appropriately styled—stream- 
lines rather than curves and bulges, sim- 
plicity rather than non-essentials and 





A Loyalist Maple drop 
front buffet designed 
originally by pioneer 
craftsmen and faithfully 
reproduced by the Im- 
perial Rattan Company, 
Limited. 


A buffet from a modern 
dining room suite de- 
signed by Knechtels Ltd. 
The Konvenio drawer, a 
new feature, has slant- 
ing shelves to hold a 
complete set of dishes 
securely, 


folderols. Utility and excellence of design 
are combined in pieces of practical value 
and attractive appearance. Importance is 
placed on neat effect and proportions 
scaled to the smaller rooms and lower ceil- 
ings of the average home. 

There is still a popular demand for wal- 
nut, but less familiar woods of interesting 
grain and unusual finish are growing in 
favor. Maple has definitely arrived and is 
used in quaint styles adapted from pioneer 
days, with equal success in suites which 
feature the later colonial refinement and 
even in conservative modern designs. Fin- 
ishes are light honey, deeper caramel 
shades or rich wine tones. 

It is significant that in Canadian-made 
furniture the crudely commonplace is being 
replaced by pieces which express good 
taste— proper balance, utility and beauty. 
Quality at reasonable prices is more in de- 
mand than mere cheapness. 

Fine furniture of sound construction and 
artistic design is available anywhere in 
Canada. Any piece not shown in the local 
shops may be ordered through your dealer 
direct from the manufacturer. Nor is it 
necessary to purchase a whole suite at 
once; if you can afford only one or two 
pieces begin there and add others from 
time to time. Better, and more satisfying 
—to be a collector of what is fine than an 
undiscerning and indifferent buyer of 
mediocrity en masse. 


A good example of con- 
servative modern design 
in a dining room suite 
by the Andrew Malcolm 
Furniture Company. The 
wood is quarter sliced 
walnut with a soft pa- 
tina finish, and a choice 
of plain or mirror top is 


offered. 











FINE FABRICS 
ARE SAFE WITH 


WESTINGHOUSE 
‘CUSHIONED WASHING 







ae 
WESTINGHOUSE «Cushioned 
cAction” Washers provide exclusive 
advantages at prices unbelievably 


low... $7930, $8752 and $9450 
(slightly higher in West and Maritimes) 


CANADIAN WESTINGHOUSE CO., LIMITED * HAMILTON + CANADA 
[| There is a Westinghouse Dealer near you ]- 
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Wax your table tops, chair arms, radio 
cabinets. Fingerprints and dust can't 
stick toa Johnson Waxed surface. 


A floor polished with Johnson's Wax is 
i sealed against dirt and wear. The polish 
wears like iron. 







Door frames and window sills won't col- 


3 lect smudges and dirt if you give them a 


gleaming coat of Johnson’s Wax. 













Avoid cheap, smeary waxes 
that become dust-catchers. 


You'll never be satisfied with cheap, inferior 
waxes. Insist on genuine Johnson's Wax 

the finest wax that can possibly be made. It 
gives a lovelier polish, longer wear, greater 
protection. Keeps off scratches and stains. 
Cuts cleaning time in half. 


Send 10c for generous trial can 











4 : 8. C. Johnson & Son, Ltd., Dept. Cs, Brantford, Ont. 
1 * Enclosed is roc. Please send me generous trial can 
4 of Johnson's Wax and very interesting booklet. 
' N 
Name — —_ - 
W for floors and ; 
furniture Address 
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SEES BRIDGE GUESTS AT GATE AND REMEMBERS | 
VACUUM-CLEANER 1S TUCKED AWAY. DASHES 
TO GET HER ALWAYS-HANDY BISSELL 


ot 

ALL READY FOR BRIDGE GUESTS... 

WHEN PHOEBE UPSETS BIRD SEED ON 
FRESHLY-VACUUMED RUG 





High square ends and striped covering emphasize the style-important 
horizontal line. One of the smart modern pieces by Snyder's Limited. 





2 — ea 
News in New I urniture 
| by HELEN G. CAMPBELL 


THE NEW offerings by Canadian manu- an emphasis on simple graceful lines, fine 
facturers of living-room and bedroom fur- proportions and beautiful finish, whether 
niture are happy combinations of good _ the design is definitely 1936 or reproduced 
style and honest craftsmanship. There’s from Queen Anne or Georgian originals. 
Both periods are equally important in the 
new vogue for the tailored modern and the 
eighteenth century have much in common 
and live harmoniously together in the 
well-furnished home of today. 

Happily, too, it’s considered excellent 
taste to group the old and the new in 
developing pleasant, livable rooms of 
charming distinction. Indeed, so impor- 


THANKFUL BISSELL SAVES TIME... AND 
GETS DIRT FROM HIGH OR LOW-NAP RUGS 
BECAUSE OF ITS HI-LO BRUSH CONTROL 


ELATED THAT BISSELL CLEANS UNDER- 
FURNITURE SPOTS. CANT- COME —OFF 
BUMPERS PREVENT SCRATCHING FURNITURE 


BRAGS ABOUT BISSELL 
TO BRIDGE GUESTS... 


general cleaning. It's the only 
sweeper with the Hi-Lo brush | 
control that automatically ad- 
justs brush to any rugnap. | 

old-fashioned 





VOWS TO ALWAYS USE BISSELL FOR 
DAILY QUICK CLEAN-UPS AND SAVE VACUUM- 
CLEANER FOR PERIODIC CLEANING 


BISSELL Mme 


The really better sweeper —_. IN CANADA 


Niagera Falls, Ont. 


| 
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lr Your SPRING PLANS INCLUDE— 
ay BUILDING 

RE-DECORATING 

RE-FURNISHING 








The dresser base is reproduced 








LANDSCAPING 


YOU MUST HAVE A COPY OF THIS BOOK! 


Beautifully printed and profusely illustrated with photographs and plans, this 
128-page book brings articles from experts on home architecture (particularly the 
modern type of smaller house); heating and humidity control; roofs; electric fitting; 
plumbing; interior decorating; landscape gardening. 

This book provides a complete handbook, authentic in all details, for the inspiration 
and guidance of those who wish to build, or who plan to improve their homes. Avoid 
mistakes—safeguard your investment with good design and sound construction! 


“THE SECOND BOOK OF HOUSES” 
Offered at Bargain Price of One Dollar! 


This handsomely bound book has been selling for $3.00 a copy. To clear a limited number of copies 


that are still available, we are offering a real bargain. 


Send us your remittance for $1.00, and we 


will mail you a copy of “‘The Second Book of Houses,” postpaid to your address. 


The MacLean Publishing Company, Limited, 481 University Avenue, Toronto 
- Si AE LA APRA NE ATA Re SIDI NT NE ANIME HI ES OEE ESTE IRR PE AS TNA SONNE NSER  TE ET A ABER TES RAT I SANE A I 


from a Chippendale chest, the 

mirror a copy of an eighteenth 

century design. One of the many 

charming Milling Road presenta- 

tions by the Hespeler Furniture 
Company. 


Streamlined design, silver finished 
pulls and color contrast between 
the grey harewood top drawer and 
light oriental front, give interest 
to this modern dresser by the 
McLagan Furniture Company. 





Chesterfield and matching chair, by Kroehler Manu- 

facturing Company, combine two materials and two 

colors with good effect. The covering is chenille with 
curly mohair trim. 
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A pproach to Love 


(Continued from page |7) 





But she had no sooner closed the door 
than he said, ‘“‘Manon, I simply had to see 
you before this party. As soon as I got 
Corabelle’s card yesterday, I tried to tele- 
phone you. Naturally, since your father 
isn’t here, I feel responsible for you in a 
way.” 

She stared at him not speaking. 

Leigh smiled at her. He said, stern but 
kind: ‘My dear girl, you must realize 
that your position right now is a rather 
delicate one. Here you are, an attractive 
young girl virtually alone and unprotected 
in New York. Everyone knows—everyone 
coming here this afternoon will certainly 
know—that you’ve just inherited a con- 
siderable fortune. You've heard the term 
‘fortune hunter,’ haven’t you?” 

“Yes,” Manon said, with some diffi- 
culty. ‘I’ve heard the term.” 

“Well, New York, like every other city 
in the world, is full of them. Improvident, 
unscrupulous men who look on an unpro- 
tected woman as their legitimate prey. 
That’s why you've got to be doubly care- 
ful whom you meet at present.” 

“IT see,”” Manon said. 

She saw so clearly that it all but blinded 
her. Leigh had come to take care of her. 
He had come early to warn her against 
bad unscrupulous men. He was as unim- 
pressed by the new costume as he was 
insensible to the incipient siren it adorned. 
Siren, indeed! “In spite of those sophisti- 
cated eyebrows,” she was still the “‘same 
little old Manon.”” That was what he had 
said just two days ago, that explained why 
he felt “‘responsible’’ for her. There was no 
need for her to turn Circe. She had already 
done better than that; she had made him 
sorry for her. And pity was love’s blood 
brother. 

“That’s why a binge of this sort is so 
dangerous,”’ he was saying. ‘‘At this par- 
ticular time—before you're properly ad- 
justed and know your way around.” 

“Yes,”’ she said humbly. “But I’m 
afraid I'll have to go through with it. I 
can’t disappoint Corabelle now.” 

“Of course not. But you'll have to be 
on your guard. I’ve no doubt a lot of men 
will try to make passes at you, but you’d 
better not accept any invitations until—” 

“Until I’ve consulted you,” she said 
quickly. ‘That would be best, wouldn’t 
it?” 

“Yes, that might be a good idea.” 

She stood up and glanced at herself in 
the mirror. It was true that, despite the 
chic tunic, she did look rather like a girl 
who needed to be protected. She touched 
her curls with light exploring fingers and 
turned smiling to Leigh. 

“That will be wonderful. That makes 
everything so much easier,’’ she said. 


A STEADY DIET of candy or, more cor- 
rectly, late hours and excitement and rich 
food, were giving Manon some bad nights. 
Her sleeping hours were beset by hideous 
dreams. One of them occurred again and 
again—always the same. She stood in a 
broad path at the foot of a lovely green 
hill on the crest of which rose a white and 
shining castle. On its steps stood Leigh, 
smiling at her, holding out his hand and 
saying, ‘Come along, darling.” He seemed 
so close to her that almost she could reach 
out and touch his hand, but when she 
started joyously up the path she found that 
it’ was not broad at all, but narrow and 
sinuous and that it led, not straight up the 
lovely hill, but through a dense forest 
thick with underbrush and deep in mire. 
Branches reached out and hooked like 
tentacles round her ankles and the mire 
sucked at her feet. Presently a din of 
sound broke loose, and faces and figures 
emerged from the dank green foliage. One 


of the figures was Corabelle with brass ear- 
rings in her ears and a grass skirt tied round 
her middle. Sometimes she saw Pan with 
his hoofs and horns. But instead of a 
pipe he was playing Felix Adamric’s 
accordion. Before long the forest would be 
full of faces all grimacing and singing and 
crowding around her. She tried to press 
through them, pushed forward panting 
and sobbing, but with every step the white 
and shining castle seemed farther away... 

Manon awoke, one morning, from this 
dream with her heart thumping painfully 
and tears on her cheeks. When she saw 
that she was safe in bed and that the sun 
was shining, she relaxed. She knew why 
she dreamed that dream. In Paris, when 
Leigh had taken her in his arms, she had 
been like the girl gazing up the broad path- 
way to the white and shining castle. Love 
had seemed as close and clear, as easy of 
approach. But she had learned better now. 
The approach was devious, deep in guile 
and subterfuge and sly pretenses. But if 
you were very clever and cautious and 
came on it unaware, you might eventually 
take the white and shining castle captive. 


WHEN MANON went downstairs, Henry 
Ventori rose up out of a corner of the sofa. 
“Hello! I’ve been kind of hoping you were 
still around.” 

She was surprised to find him there at 
that hour. “I didn’t know you were at 
home.” 

“I’m playing hookey,” he said. “It’s 
the spring. Spring’s a hussy, you know. 
The minute I stepped outdoors this morn- 
ing, there she was—with practically no 
clothes on and a sprig of apple blossoms in 
her teeth.” 

Manon smiled. ‘What did she say?” 

“Nothing. She couldn’t very well—with 
her mouth full of apple blossoms—but she 
kind of winked and beckoned.” 

His eyes crinkled appreciatively when 
she laughed. When he could get her to 
laugh outright he was always delighted. 
“Trying to—vamp you, was she?” The 
word was still a new one and came a little 
hard. 

“She did, too,” he said. “She led me 
straight over to the garage and pointed out 
my car and climbed in the front seat—was 
I vermilion!” 

Manon laughed again. ‘And then 
what?” 

“Then she sent me back here to fetch 
you. She’s a big-hearted girl, you know, 
spring is. Not a bit catty.”” He went and 
stood in front of her and grinned that 
puckish grin of his. “Listen, will you come 
and play hookey with us, Manon? I know 
a lake out in the hills that’s practically as 
blue as your eyes—well, no. Your eyes are 
grey, aren’t they? Only that blue coat 
makes ’em look blue. Anyway, there’s a 
kind of a little country inn not far away 
where we could get some lunch. Manon, 
will you come?” 

“Oh, yes! I'd love it. It’s just what I 
need. I was going for a walk in the Park 
but this would be much lovelier—if we can 
get back in time for the tea party.” 


HE WAS right. Spring was waiting for 
them. There were no apple blossoms in her 
teeth but their fragrance was on her 
breath. A pale green film lay over the 
park, and pedlars’ carts, packed with jon- 
quils and pussywillows and potted tulips, 
threaded the streets. 

Henry’s lake was as blue as he had prom- 
ised, and birds wheeled above it admiring 
themselves in its clear blue mirror. “‘What 
did I tell you?” he said when he saw 
Manon’s rapt face. 

They parked the car and walked through 
a grove of slender white birches to the 
lake’s edge. Henry spread the car robe 
and they sat down. It was very quiet, save 
for the busy stir of furred and feathered 
life in the trees and underbrush. The sun 
was warm on their faces and they took off 
their hats, and Manon hugged her knees 
and said, “Lovely! Oh, how lovely!” 

“‘Nature’s really the rich man’s meat,” 
said Henry. “Of course a good farmer can 
make a living out of her, but you never 





WE ASKED 


WHAT IS THE MOST IMPORTANT 
QUALITY IN A COOKING RANGE? 
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CONTROLLED 
HEAT” 


JESSIE READ, 
Dietitian, 


Toronto Telegram, 
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M°CLARY 






GAS RANGE 


@ Of course the gas stove you select 
must be smart and good looking, but 
that will not be the chief requirement. 
It must do an efficient cooking job 
over a period of many years, so you 
will want unquestionable proof of its 
qualifications. 


Do not be tempted to purchase any 
kind of a gas range until you have 
seen the McClary. Ask your dealer to 
show you how the “Red-Hed” spill- 

roof burner produces complete com- 
Scala and gives exact control of heat 


for every requirement from a simmer 
to a full flame. 


You will be delighted with the auto- 
matic heat control of the fully insulated 
oven. Just set the dial at the baking heat 
required, and the temperature remains 
uniform, regardless of gas pressure. 


You will be particularly attracted to 
the table top feature of the McClary. 
It saves so many steps at meal-time. 
And this compact, sturdy unit fits right 
in with the cabinets in any kitchen to 
make one complete ensemble. 


Witte Lee 


WINNIPEG CALCARVY VANCOUVER 


- MONTREAL TORONTO LONDON 
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Carolyn Lash 
Coburn, of Walk- 
erville, Ont., who 
discovered ‘The 
Little People." 


THE MESSAGE which “The Little 
People of the Cornfield” bring, is a 
simple one and has to do with the 
simple things of life. Their mission is to 
draw our attention to the beauties and 
pleasures which Nature has strewn with 
such a lavish hand around, and yet are 
unrecognized and unappreciated. 

Take, for instance, a field of corn. A 
farmer sees in his cornfield so many 
dollars or bushels to the acre. People 
passing a cornfie!d see it only as part of 
the landscape, but wherever corn is 
growing, there lies magic, for the fields 
are full of strange forms and exquisite 
bits of color and anyone who has any 
imagination can see fairies dancing in 
the fluttering corn stalks, and hear 
sweet music as the wind blows through 
the corn in the home of the “Little 
People.” 

These “Little People” are not dolls 
and are not made in the usual sense of 
the word. They appear in the corn 
husks after the cobs have been removed, 





and in the drying process the husks 
wither and twist and turn and warp 
until they assume most interesting 
shapes. All I have done is to recognize 
the figures and wire them into the 
positions and forms in which they 
appeared to me, to make the picture 
plainly visible to everyone. In some 
cases a leaf must be removed, or the 
faces brought out more plainly from 
the original suggestion—but I have 
done as little as possible to them, for 
their whole interest lies in the fact that 
they are Nature’s twistings. No two 
can ever be alike for Nature never 
twists two leaves the same way, so the 
variety of the “Little People’’ is infinite. 
The colors in the corn husks are so 
elusive that no artist could paint them. 
The world is beginning to realize 
that there is real value in things which 
were formerly considered useless. The 
“Little People” are pleading in their 
own tiny way for the recognition of the 
beauty which lies in simple things. 











The Little People 
of the Cornfield 


(Continued from page 70) 





And one day a little fairy Artist went 
through the field. He is the greatest artist 
in the world, but no one has ever seen him. 
He it is who paints lovely white pictures 
on the window panes and paints children’s 
cheeks rosy red in the winter. His name is 
Jack Frost, and he had little pots of 
colored paints because it was not yet 
winter. And the fairies called out ‘Hello 
Jack Frost! Where are you going?” And 
Jack Frost said ‘‘I’m very busy these days 
for I have to paint all the trees and vines 
and hedges and grass before winter comes.”’ 
And the Fairies said, ‘Could you please 
spare time to paint our dresses? They are 
old and dusty and we want new dresses so 
much.” So Jack Frost took his brush, but 
he was in a great hurry and could only 
spare time to touch each fairy and he flew 
from one to another putting little touches 
of brown and yellow and pink and purple— 
until all the fairies looked lovely. 

And then one day the farmer said, “‘Our 


corn is ripe—it is time for the harvest.” 
And he and his men went out and plucked 
the corn and twisted off the husks and 
pinched the fairies (because they did not 
see them) and threw the corn cobs into the 
wagons to take to the barn and tossed the 
empty husks back on the ground and said 
“They are no good. They are just ugly, 
useless corn husks.”’ And the men stepped 
on them and hurt the fairies and made 
their lovely new dresses all muddy. 

And the little soldier went to the fairy 
queen and said, ‘““Your Majesty, I have to 
report that the farmer has insulted us! He 
Says we are just ugly, useless corn husks, 
and he has thrown us down in the mud and 
spoiled our pretty new dresses and hurt 
our feelings dreadfully.” 

And the queen told her trumpeter to call 
her Little People and when they came 
before her she said, ‘“The farmer has made 
a mistake, for nothing God has made is 
ugly or useless. Everything has its beauty 
and everything has its use if we will only 
try to find it, and I want my Little People 
to go out into the world among the human 
beings and tell them that exquisite beau- 
ties lie close beside them. For human 
beings are so silly. They tire themselves 
out trying to find happiness and all the 
time it is hiding right under their feet, just 
waiting to be recognized. So my Little 
People must teach them where to look 
for it.” 
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shook his heart, shook free the memory of 
another studio deep in twilight and full of 
lovely sound. His hands outstretched, he 
started across the room—groping his way 
toward the light. 

He brought up beside the piano and she 
looked up at him. A tall, grey ghost of a 
man, strangely staring and intent. Her 
hands dropped from the keys and he said, 
scarcely above a whisper. ‘“‘Manon! What 
were you playing?” She shook her head 
slowly, not moving. “My tune! Our 
tune 

“Something about a rose, wasn’t it?”’ 
Henry's voice said, a lazy drawl. ‘‘A wild 
rose— something like that.”’ 

Leigh turned his head and saw the tip 
of Henry’s cigarette gleaming like a mali- 
cious little red eye in the depths of the 
deep chair. He stiffened, said rather too 
loudly: ‘Oh, hello! I didn’t know you 
were there!”’ 

Henry rose. ‘Neither did I. Manon’s 
music transported me —I don’t know 
where.”” He lounged over to the wall and 
switched on the light, looked at his wrist- 
watch. “Good gosh, it's after five! High 
time we were on our way to that tea fight, 
Manon, and us still in our mother hub- 
bards!”’ 

Manon, blinking in the light, said: 
““Goodness, I'd no idea. It’s so long since 
I've played-—I-—I quite forgot 

“I was on my way down there,” Leigh 
said, “and I thought I’d drop -by for 
you-—”’ 

“In that case, I don’t believe I'll try to 
make it,’’ Henry said briskly. ‘I parked 
my car downstairs-—shouldn’t wonder if 
I'd find a ticket on it as it is."". He picked 
up his hat. “Thanks for the concert, 
Manon. I-~—I’ll never forget it.”” He waved 
them an airy farewell and went out. It did 
not occur to them that his exit was oddly 
abrupt. They had not seen his face. 


MANON SAID, “This is dreadful. I can’t 
have been playing over an hour!” 

Her cheeks were pink, her eyes still 
dreamy. She had the soft, flushed look of 
a newly awakened baby. “You must have 
had an appreciative audience,” Leigh said 
coldly, “to sit here over an hour. . . in 
the dark.” 

She smiled. ‘“‘He was so quiet, I forgot 
he was here.”” She stooped and gathered 
up her hat and coat. ‘I must hurry and 
dress—-’’ She lifted her hand to her blown 
hair. “I won’t be a minute’ 

“Well, well!’ he said. “‘What does this 
mean?” 

“What—’’ Then she saw that he was 
looking at her hand. She looked at it, too, 
at the brilliant square emerald. ‘Oh, isn’t 
it lovely? It’s Henry’s ring—” 

“Yes, I recognized it.” 

He sounded angry and scornful and she 
looked up, startled. His face was quite 
white, his smile thin and sarcastic. He was 
angry. He looked like a perfectly furious 
little boy. Suddenly her mouth twitched, 
she laughed-—she could not help it. The 
sound was out before she could control it. 

Leigh said darkly. ‘What's so funny?” 

She could not tell him. She could not 
say, ‘My darling, my darling, you're jeal- 
ous! That’s what’s so funny, that’s what’s 
so wonderful.” She said, dropping her lids 
over the wild exultation in her eyes. 
“Nothing, Leigh. Don’t you think it 
really is a beautiful ring?” 

“I know very little about such things,” 
he said stiffly. “I suppose you realize what 
you're doing, though.” 

“Doing? You mean you think | 
shouldn't wear it?’”’ 

“It isn’t customary for a woman to wear 
a man’s ring unless” he stopped, swal- 
lowed and said: “You're not engaged to 
him, are you?” 

“Oh, no.” 

“Then I certainly don’t think you should 
be wearing his ring. Of course it’s none of 
my business 

“I can’t see any harm 

“Henry Ventori is not the type of man 
to turn a valuable thing like that over to 
a girl out of the sheer goodness of his 
heart.” 


“Oh, but I think he is,” Manon said 
gently. 

‘Perhaps you know more about it than 
I do.” 

“I think I know more about Henry than 
you do.” 

“Very well.’’ Suddenly he was weak and 
sick with fury. “Then I needn’t inflict my 
opinions on you. I’ve only done so be- 
cause I thought the least I could do was to 
give you the benefit of my experience.’’ 

“Please don’t think I don’t appreciate 
all you’ve done f 

He shrugged that off. ‘I haven’t done 
anything, my dear. No more than any 
conscientious man would do in the cir- 
cumstances. Since your father isn’t 
here 

“Father likes Henry,’’ Manon said. ‘‘He 
likes him very much.” 

“Then, of course, there’s nothing more 
to say.” He looked at his watch and said, 
brisk and cold, ‘*Well, if we’re going to that 
party, we’d better get started, hadn’t 
we?” 


LEIGH DECIDED that there was not 
only nothing more he could say to Manon 
but nothing more he could do for her. By 
openly defying him, she had automatically 
relieved him of his voluntarily assumed 
obligation. Which was an excellent thing. 
She had been occupying entirely too much 
of his time, his mind. He had thought to 
stand between this artless girl and the 
harsh contacts of a materialistic world, but 
the artless girl was no longer artless. It 
was preposterous to expect her to remain 
so; still he had expected it and he felt 
oddly cheated and bereft when he had 
finally washed his hands of her. 

He performed this rite after he had 
delivered her safely at Mrs. Harrison’s, and 
left. He could not bring himself to stay; 
besides there was no necessity. She had no 
further need of him. A dozen hands had 
reached for her, she had been dragged liter- 
ally from his side. . . “Darling, I thought 
you were lost—’’. . . ‘Manon, dear, I 
want you to meet—”’. . . “So this is our 
little Manon—heard so much about 
you—”’ A storm of darlings and dears, 
ogling men and gushing women. She had 
drunk it all in, obviously pleased and flat- 
tered. She had worn an oxblood woollen 
coat with a little stand-up Russian collar 
of sable and a matching Russian toque 
tilted over one eye. He had never seen her 
so animated. She had easily been the most 
conspicuous figure in the crowded rooms. 
After half an hour of standing about, he 
had slipped quietly out. 

That night, dining with Sari at the 
Royale, she said, leaning across the table 
and speaking in a dramatic whisper: 
“Where have you hidden the body?” He 
started and she said, ‘You look like an 
accessory after the fact.” 

“Forgive me, darling. I was just think- 
ing how grand it would be if we could get 
out of all this for awhile.” 

“Out of all what?” 

He made a vague restless gesture. “I’m 
fed up, Sari. I’d like to get away some- 
where. . . anywhere-—” 

‘‘Where? I mean, where would you run 
to?” 

“I thought I might hop a ship to France. 
If I could get Manon’s okay I could clear 
up the chateau business. Her father’s 
already over there; he’s one of the execu- 
tors 

“I thought you didn’t want to talk about 
os 

“I—"’ he laughed and lit another cigar- 
ette. ‘“‘The idea just occurred to me. I’d 
kind of like to get the thing settled—off 
my mind.” 


SARI deliberated what course to take. 
There were any number open to her. She 
must be careful to choose the most effec- 
tive. She could turn clinging vine, accuse 
him of deserting her and appeal to his 
chivalry. She could be a martyr and appeal 
to his conscience. She could be indifferent 
and threaten to break with him—but that 
might be dangerous. Something told Sari 
that, at the moment, she held her own with 
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I S ce LU t 7 The mellowed radiance of the fine old homes 
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tion—especially in the glowing beauty of the floors—to which the 
centuries have been kind. Canadian floors, too, will respond to 


the right treatment. 


POLIFLOR — so safe — so sure — so 
easy to use — gives a rich, lasting, 
brilliant finish — Best of all, it leaves a 
fresh, clean, germ-free surface that en- 
sures a brighter, healthier home. 


A little POLIFLOR covers a large surface; it spreads easily on 
floors and linoleum to give that satin-lustre and wear-resisting finish. 
The 10 waxes in this British polish assure easy application and polish- 
ing. Made by the makers of Nugget Shoe Polish. 
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Revolutionary method 
ENDS | 

MOTH DAMAGE 


FoR 12 MONTHS 


IN 1 APPLICATION 


(wear clothes any time) 


The only home-use preparation that 
withstood the dramatic Verified 
Mothproofing Test 


BOTTOM 
Thesame cloth treated 
by exclusive Larvex 
principle. After 12 
months not a single 
fibre touched. 


TOP 
Woollen cloth treated 
with widely sold, or- 
dinary moth liquids, 
ete. Note havoc caused 
after moths arrived. 


Moths Can't Eat Wool 
Sprayed With Larvex 
Astonishing—this thrifty new method of 
mothproofing precious woollens for 12 

long months in a few minutes. 

Remarkable new Larvex liquid not 
only sweeps away old-fashioned moth 
bags and futile odors, but also ends the 
uncertainties of liquids lacking the ex- 
clusive Larvex principle. 

Authorities know risky sprays (and 
vapors) kill only the moths they touch— 
then quickly evaporate. New moths soon 
get through even the tiniest cracks and 
feast undisturbed. 

Amazing and exclusive Larvex home- 
treatment mothproofs the cloth itself! 
THEN MOTHS CAN’T EAT IT! Only one 
application for a year’s protection for 
suits,coats and other woollens. No smells. 
No wrapping or storage—clothes ready 
to wear any season and always protected. 


USED BY BIG WOOLLEN MILLS 

Larvex. is the only product sold by all 

ists offering this revolutionary new 
safeguard. Big textile mills have used 
Larvex for years. Now thousands of 
women, too, know and depend on its con- 
venience and safety. 

Larvex has no odor. Harmless to fab- 
rics, humans, pets. Cannot stain. Also 
protects rugs, upholstery, drapes for a 
whole year. 

Don’t waste any more time and energy 
with risky, out-dated methods. Spray 
Larvex once—any time—and enjoy 12 
months of freedom from moth worries 
at small cost. 

Use the efficient Larvex sprayer for 
best results—it lasts for years. Get a 
bottle of Larvex today. At all drug and 
department stores. 
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hear him raving about the beauties of 
nature.” 

“Yes, that’s true, isn’t it?” 

“Poverty takes your mind off beauty.” 

She considered that, said gently. ‘Not 
always, Henry.” 

He looked at her. She was wearing a 
blue tweed suit the shade of the sky and 
the lake, and under it a white blouse with 
a stiff little blue tie. Her tan suede ox- 
fords, the wide cuffed doeskin gloves and 
tweed sports hat in her lap, completed a 
very smart and expensive ensemble. But 
Henry remembered the way she had looked 
the first time he had seen her. He remem- 
bered because he was a man who noticed 
women’s clothes and he could see the blue 
serge coat and dowdy felt hat and cotton 
gloves as plainly now as he had that day 
at the Patio. She had been poor, too, but 
her eyes had been radiant with remem- 
bered beauties. 

“Some people are different,” he said. 
“Poets and artists—people like that. They 
can see beauty where the rest of us poor 
mugs can’t see a darn thing. Take me. 
When I was growing up, the only beautiful 
things in life to me were the things money 
could buy—clothes and jewels and food. 
Lord! I wouldn’t have traded a baker’s 
window for the greatest masterpiece ever 
painted.” 

She laid her hand on his. “Poor Henry!” 

He looked at the little hand on his with 
a strange expression. “Oh, I was never 
actually hungry,” he said lightly. “Just 
greedy—crazy about material things.” 

“Well, you finally got them,” she said. 

“Yeah. Another of those success 
stories.” He was still staring at her hand 
lying on his. “I never believed until I met 
you, that there could be anyone who wasn’t 
greedy for material things. That day you 
said you didn’t really want that old lady’s 
money, remember?”’ She nodded. “And 
you really meant it, too.” 

“Yes I—I meant it,”’ she said. 

“I knew you did, but it was pretty hard 
for a wise guy like me to take. Because, up 
until then, I thought all anyone needed 
was money. If you had money, you could 
buy everything else.” 

“Not. . . everything,” she said. “But 
it—it’s pleasant to have.” 

“You're telling me!”” He laughed. “But, 
in a way, you didn’t need it. It’s my guess 
you were a lot happier before you got it 
than you’ve been since.” 

She guessed then where all this was 
drifting and withdrew her hand and said 
lightly, ““Why ever should you think that?” 

“Oh, I have my bright moments,” he 
said. “Maybe this isn’t one of ’em, but I 
just wanted you to know that—well, if 
there ever was anything I could do for 
you. . . any little odd jobs. . . any- 
thing at all—that you could call on me.” 
He turned suddenly and looked full at her. 
The ruthless sun showed every tiniest line 
in his thin, worldly-wise face, but his eyes 
searched hers, humble and hopeful as a 
good dog’s. ‘Manon, there isn’t, is there? 
I mean, you—you couldn’t use me in— 
in any capacity at all?” 

She shook her head slowly. ““No, Henry. 
I’m afraid not. But I’m grateful and I 
think you’re one of the finest, dearest men 
I’ve ever known.” 

He turned away and looked across the 
little peaceful blue lake. Presently he 
said, “Well, I kind of thought you 
couldn’t. No harm in asking, though, as 
the beggar says. And I’m darned glad you 
like me. That’s something. That’s a lot.” 
Once more she reached out her hand and 
lay it on his. This time he picked it up 
and looked at it quizzically. “Here, you’ve 
been blowing your money on all these ele- 
gant clothes,” he said, “and not a jool to 
your name. That’s going smack against 
every heiress tradition.” 

“I’m not very fond of jewellery,” she 
said. 

“Don’t talk silly. All females are fond 
of jewellery. Look—” he drew the great 
gleaming emerald off his finger and slipped 
it on hers. “There, that’s something like. 
I always knew I bought that gewgaw for 


something.” 


“She cried, “Oh, no, Henry! I couldn’t 
take that.” 

“Why not? You know darned well no 
honest-to-goodness he-man ever wore a 
thing like that.” 

“But I couldn’t she began and 
stopped. He was looking at her again with 
those dog’s eyes. His mouth was twitching 
with the effort to retain its cynic grin. “I 
shouldn’t,”” she said gently, “‘but it’s so 
lovely I can’t resist it.” 

“Fine! Wear it until you get something 
better, anyway,” he said. “And, by the 
way, it’s magic, you know. If you give it 
a twist and spell my name I’ll appear like 
Aladdin’s genie, you know.” 

She knew, at least, what he was trying 
to tell her. She looked down at the lovely 
square of green fire on her hand, turned it 
this way and that, letting it catch the sun. 
“It’s so beautiful, Henry. How can I ever 
thank you for it?” 

“Well, if you really feel you have to 
thank me, you can play for me some time.” 
She glanced at him, startled. ‘“Yeah,” he 
said. “The piano, you know. You do play, 
don’t you?” 

“T haven’t touched a piano since our last 
concert.” 

“And I wasn’t present . at the last 
or the first,” he said. “I’ve managed to 
keep it dark because it isn’t considered 
quite bright in the best circles, but I’m 
kinda fond of music. Good music, you 
know.” 

She told him then that, of course, she 
would play for him some time, and pres- 
ently they drove off in search of lunch and 
she forgot it. But when they came back 
to the apartment at four, a little wind- 
blown and tired, he reminded her of her 
promise. 

“But I can’t play now, Henry,” she 
said. “I’ve got to dress for Mrs. Harrison’s 
tea.” 

“Oh, come now, it doesn’t take a smart 
girl like you an hour to dress!” 


” 


IT WAS part of her training never to 
refuse a reasonable request. She dropped 
her coat and hat on a chair and walked 
across to the piano. It was a concert 
grand, painted blue and decorated in gold 
scrolls and stripes. A gaudier, more unpro- 
fessional instrument Manon had never 
seen, but when she touched the keys the 
pure and lovely tones leaped out like 
released birds. She caught her breath in 
delight, and the big living room and 
Henry and the crowded skyline of New 
York beyond the windows—even Leigh, 
were forgotten. For the moment her spirit 
soared free again in the unsullied realm 
of melody. 

Her old friends—Chopin, Beethoven, 
Mozart; Grieg’s Butterflies fluttering like 
winged flowers in the sun; a plaintive 
waltz with which once long ago a near- 
sighted young man named Schubert paid 
for his meagre dinner; a dainty minuet 
with the rustle of brocaded skirts, the 
mannered curtsy of tightly corsetted ladies 
and beruffied gentlemen in its prim phrases; 
the brave beauty of the Meistersingers. 

Henry sat in a deep chair. The sun slid 
down behind the tall clutter of New York 
and the spring twilight mercifully wrapped 
Corabelle’s modernistic living room in 
shadow— 

Leigh Hastie, en route to Mrs. Har- 
rison’s party, decided to drop by and escort 
the guest of honor to the part . He was 
ushered into a room thick with grey twi- 
light and vibrant with melody. The maid, 
who never in all her term of service there 
had heard music like this, had been too 
awed to announce him. She had said merely, 
“Miss Benafit is in the living room,” 
turned him loose and retired. 

Leigh had come in out of the light and 
the tumult of the street, and it took hima 
moment to adjust his eyes and his senses 
to the churchly scene. Over against the 
window he could see the outlines of 
Manon’s figure at the piano. Her head 
was tilted a little sidewise in that listening 
attitude he remembered. Her body was 
quiet, her hands seemed to caress the keys. 
As he stood there watching her, a tremor 
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Don’t touch a toilet. Don’t rub and scrub to 
make it clean. There’s a simple, scientific 
way to make closet bowls glisten like new. 
ast sprinkle a little Sani-Flush in the 
toilet and flush it. (Directions are on the 
can.) Sani-Flush removes spots and stains. 
It clears away — film and leaves the 
bowl glistening like a china dish. 
Sani-Flush does oe no other 
method can do. It purifies the hidden trap 
that no brush can reach. It kills the cause of 
odors and insanitation. It cannot harm 
plumbing. Sani-Flush is also effective for 
cleaning automobile radiators (directions on 
can). Sold by grocery, drug, hardware, and 
syndicate stores—25 and 15 cent sizes. 
Made in Canada, Distributed by Harold 
F. Ritchie & Company, Ltd., ‘ 
Toronto, Ontario. P= 
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‘ finish. Easily attached to old : 
rollers without tacks or tools. « 
They fit windows up to 36 inches 
wide by 6 feet high. Colours: 
white, buff or dark green. On 
sale at all leading departmental, 
house-furnishing and novelty 
chain stores. If not procurable at 
your store, write 
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Raymond 
Massey 
stars in the 
H. G. Wells 
story, "Things 
to Come." 





The Movie-Go-Round 


by ROLY YOUNG 


LAST MONTH this department made a 
few remarks anent children and the mov- 
ies, and this month it intends to continue 
the subject. It is not because I presume 
that only parents read the department, 
but because this happens to be the most 
opportune time to bring up the subject. 
Summer is coming, and as every summer 
comes along I become indignant at seeing 
groups of children lining up to get into a 
motion picture theatre on a gorgeous sunny 
afternoon. It isn’t right. There are a few 
sweltering days during the summer when 
your child would be more comfortable in 
some air-conditioned cool theatre, but 
ninety per cent of the time the youngsters 
should be out of doors. I don’t suggest 
that the children should be deprived of 
their movies. I do suggest that parents 
should send them on rainy days to mat- 
inées, or in fine weather allow them to go 
to the early evening performance. Aside 
from the physical aspect of the thing, it is 
bad for a child to develop a movie mania 
to the extent that it would rather be at a 
show than out playing in the open air in 
summer. It suggests that the child is not 
developing sufficient mentality to amuse 
itself or find something useful to do. It is 
becoming dependent upon the movies to 
amuse it. It isin a fair way to becoming a 
first-class moron. Give the youngster all 
the good movies that come along, keep it 
away from the trash, and now that summer 
is here, keep it out in the open. Cowboy 
and Indian in the park is a much better 
game than cops and robbers in a dark 
movie theatre. . 
Must 


Desire, It has taken the movie industry 
about five years to discover that Marlene 


* 


Dietrich is one of the screen’s most attrac- 
tive comediennes, and not until after they 
had tried her in every sort of plain and 
fancy sin. Her most fancy effort, and prob- 
ably one of the most boring pictures ever 
made, was ‘“The Devil is a Woman,” and 
as a result of this, and its perfectly insane 
predecessor, ‘““The Scarlet Empress,” a 
great many people will stay away from 
“Desire.” In “Desire” we have a light 


sophisticated comedy with some very hil-. 


arious sequences, expertly handled by 
Miss Dietrich, with yeoman support from 
her co-star, Gary Cooper. I recommend it 
highly, knowing it will amuse the men, 
while the women, in addition to the story, 
will get a kick out of the completely ravish- 
ing gowns worn by the star. Hardly suit- 
able for children. 

The Bohemian Girl. Laurel and Hardy 
are back in another ludicrous version of a 
popular light opera. If you liked ‘‘The 
Devil’s Brother” (which was “Fra Dia- 
volo”) you’ll get just as big a kick out of 
this one. It sketchily follows the original 
plot of the opera, introduces the favorite 
melodies, such as “I Dreamt I Dwelt in 
Marble Halls,” “The Heart Bowed Down,” 
and ‘‘Then You’ll Remember Me,” all very 
well sung, and discards most of the detail 
of the original script to make room for the 
antics of the comedy stars. Very funny. 

Peg of Old Drury. This delightful Eng- 
lish picture of a backstage romance in Lon- 
don’s most famous playhouse will prob- 
ably be released under a somewhat differ- 
ent title. I suggest that you watch for it, 
as it is a very charming thing, with Anna 
Neagle as Peg Woffington, and that ster- 
ling actor, Sir Cedric Hardwicke, as David 
Garrick. In the latter réle Hardwicke has 
several striking Shakespearean scenes. 


The youngster studying 
Shakespeare in school should 
be particularly interested. 


Rhodes, the Empire 
Builder. Toronto’s Walter 
Huston is particularly fine 
as the great South African 
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PINEAPPLE JUICE 
with dash of cinnamon 


Toast Tea 





Miss Oberon’s favorite breakfast has 
the exotic touch you'd expect, but— 
grand news!—it’s just as easy and inex- 
pensive to prepare as the most ordinary 
morning meal! 


The apeee spice gives pineapple juice 
a new ap pee that arouses lazy eve. 
tites. Rich dates sliced over Quaker 
Puffed Wheat make this grand old 
favorite a double treat. And don’t for- 
get the layer of pimento cheese before 
shirring the eggs . . . it’s one of those 
little tricks that work cooking wonders! 


Your own neighborhood grocer is 
featuring every ingredient you need 
for this smart breakfast. Serve it to your 
family, tomorrow. It’s that ‘something 
different’”’ they’ll cheer for! 
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without heart interest. It is 
excitingly educational, and 
very elaborate. No child 
should miss it. 





Oskar Homolka and Walter Huston in “Rhodes; the 
Empire Builder.” 























(0). H today’s slim, svelte, 


figure-fitting gowns, your under- 
things are an important part of 
your costume, — for they must not 
show through your dress. "¢*S*7 | 7, 
designers have found ways of 
getting rid of the folds and bulky 
seams which might come between 
you and the outside world. They 
have fashioned dainty little umd 
things that are pared right’ dow 
the minimum in bulk—yet free z 
easy to your every move. Taile 
from lovely rayon fabrics in he | 
adorable soft shades. 


Of course you'll look for fashion’s 
symbol — the "S*7_ 7, label. 


— 
HARVEY 


LINGERIE 


Note the slim silhouette of 
this perfectly tailored panty. 
No bulk, no folds, no wrinkles. 
..» Fits smoothly and snugly. 





Leigh by a very tenuous thread. So that 
was out. She could, in short, do everything 
but speak her mind on which was engraved 
a very clear picture of Chateau de Chev- 
reuse entirely surrounded by dollar signs. 

She had already exercised, for Sari, a 
good deal of self-control during the past 
two weeks. She had waited with consider- 
able patience to see which way the cat, or 
rather Manon, would jump. She had made 
secret plans of surpassing brilliance and 
slyness. And now Leigh would spoil every- 
thing by running off to France. 

She said, large-eyed and innocent: ‘“‘But 
listen, Leigh, what makes you think your 
little girl friend’s going to come across?” 

He shifted in his chair. ‘Why, the 
thing’s practically settled. She admitted 
over two weeks ago she knew the place 
was mine. You remember that day I 
talked with her and she pretended she 
wanted to see you first?” 

“That’s what I mean? Why did she 
change her mind—about wanting to meet 
me, I mean?” 

“I don’t know that she has changed it. 
She hasn’t mentioned it again.” 

“Have you seen her since?” 

“Yes a number of times.” 

“You never told me.” 

“There was nothing to tell.” 

But Sari knew that when a man says 
there is nothing to tell, it generally means 
that there is a great deal too much to tell. 
She looked at Leigh’s averted face and for 
the first time she saw Manon Benafit as 
something more than a formless and 
troublesome obstacle in her path; saw her 
as a woman, a young woman, perhaps— 
despite her cock-eyed ideas—an attractive 
woman. It took her so unaware that for a 
moment she could not trust herself to 
speak. She waited until she was sure her 
voice would sound as sweetly disinterested 
as it must. This was so new, such an 
unlooked-for menace. She must have time. 

“Well, listen, darling. Don’t go doing 
anything reckless. I mean, this is just a 
mood. You'll feel better tomorrow. You 
don’t want to go running off half cocked.” 
She bent over the table. “You know I 
just happened to think. My contract here 
is up the first of June. Maybe, if you wait 
until then, I'll go along. Would you like 
that?” 

There was only one answer a gentleman 
could make to this. Leigh made it. He 
reached for her hand. They touched 
glasses, their eyes locked. 


IT WAS the dinner hour at the Club 
Royale, the following evening. Nearly 
every table in the dining room was full. 
The orchestra intoned a plaintive melody 
and Sari sang it into her portable micro- 
phone: 


“You will never love another while I 
live. 

You will never find another who will 
give 

What I have given you, 

A glimpse of heaven blue—’”’ 


Charlot, the maitre d’hotel, whose other 
name was O’Flynn, hurried forward to 
greet Henry Ventori and a young lady 
who would be an ornament to any restaur- 
ant. Charlot doted on ornamental ladies. 
He made it a point, when possible, to rele- 
gate the homely ones to the wall tables 
and corners. Fortunately he had a ring- 
side table left. 

“Ah, good evening, Mr. Ventori. 
Madame! This is an honor. It is a long 
while—come with me—it is fortunate I 
have just the table—’’ 

Manon followed in his burly rear. She 
was still a little self-conscious in her even- 
ing gowns. This was the one that had 
roused Mrs. Stokes’s envy. It had no 
back, no sleeves and a rather troublesome 
little train. But it was the shade of her 
eyes—a smoky, greyish blue and her 
cheeks were bright with excitement. Char- 
lot drew out the chairs at the ringside 
table, dusted them, nipped a wilted leaf 
off the centrepiece of snapdragons and 
produced his pencil, beaming. 
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All this constituted no more than a 
small side skirmish, disturbing the main 
body of diners not at all, A few women 
had turned from Sari long enough to 
admire Manon’s gown and envy her figure. 
The men looked a little longer, the musi- 
cians continued to play the plaintive 
melody and Sari to sing it: 


“A glimpse of heaven and a taste of 
hell, 

You'll never love another half so 
well 


Something happened just there. Sari 
stopped. The orchestra leader waved his 
baton and smiled encouragement; even an 
old hand like Sari was likely to flop on a 
new number. Sari picked it up: 


“What I have given you— 
Something old and something new 





“How about the pressed duck?” 

“An excellent choice, monsieur.” 

“How does that sound to you, Manon?” 

But she did not hear, for she was looking 
at Sari. Sari was wearing green tonight, 
shot through with threads of gold. Her 
lovely yellow head swayed gently as she 
sang. Manon thought she looked like a 
lily, a golden lily on a cool, green stalk. 
“Oh, I’m sorry, Henry—” 

“Aren’t you interested in your food?” 

She shook her head. Her eyes were 
enormous, a little frightened. She hadn’t 
thought Sari would look like this. ‘She is 
beautiful, isn’t she?” 

“That appears to be the general 
opinion.” 

Sari finished her song, dipped her yellow 
head in acknowledgment of the applause, 
smiled to right, to left. Henry raised his 
hand in salutation, lowered it and said: 
“Well, darned if she didn’t cut me.” 

They saw her hand her microphone to 
the orchestra leader and make her way 
back to a side table. Whose table it was 
they could not see, for the diners were 
deserting their dinners for the dance, pour- 
ing out on the floor. 

Manon said, ‘Perhaps she didn’t see 
you.” 

“She saw me all right.” 


LEIGH STOOD UP when Sari joined him 
and applauded silently. “Bravo! A nice 
little song, darling. And you did it beau- 
tifully.” 

“Thanks, darling.” 

She sat down in the chair opposite him 
and reached for her glass of water. It 
trembled in her hand and Leigh said, 
“Nothing to be nervous about, Sari. It 
went over big.” 

She smiled and nodded. Her small, soft 
face looked oddly pinched, sharpened. 
“It’s always kind of hard—trying out a 
new number.”’ She set down the glass. 
“There’s Henry Ventori over there, see 
him?” 

Leigh did not turn. “No,” he said 
shortly. 

She ran the red point of her tongue over 
her lips. ‘You don’t happen to know the 
girl with him, do you?” There was still 
that chance; that it might not be Manon, 
after all. That Henry had brought some- 
one else. She jerked her head sidewise. 
“Over there near that pillar,” she said, 
and kept her eyes on his face as he turned 
and looked. 

An endless procession of couples slid 
past, now hiding, now revealing her. 
Manon was watching the dancers, her 
small dark head thrust a little forward, her 
lips parted. Four white gardenias lay 
along the neckline of her dress from shoul- 
der to breast. Her slender throat and arms 
looked rosy in contrast to the waxy white 
flowers. 

Sari, watching him, went slowly livid. 
“Well? Know her?” 

Without looking at her he said, “It’s 
Manon Benafit. How—-I wonder how he 
happened to bring her here.” 

“IT asked him to,” Sari said, 

Now he turned to look at her. “You 
did!” {Continued on page 96} 
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material for dress and jacket with con- 
trasting waist. 

No. 592. Sizes 32, 34, 36 and 38. Size 
34 requires 4 yards of 39-inch material for 
long-sleeved blouse and skirt and %, yard 
of 20-inch material for contrasting inset. 

No. 172. Sizes 29, 31, 33 and 35. Size 
35 requires 4144 yards of 39-inch material 
and one yard of 35-inch lining. 

No. 521. Sizes, 8, 10, 12 and 14. Size 
8 requires 2 yards of 39-inch material and 
14 yard of 35-inch contrasting material. 


HOW TO DRAW FUNNY 


39-inch contrasting material for jacket, 
revers and tie. 

No. 631. Sizes 34, 36, 38, 40, 42 and 44. 
Size 34 requires 41¢ yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial. 

No. 212. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40. 
Size 34 requires 2 yards of 39-inch material 
for long-sleeved blouse. 

No. 644. Sizes 32, 34, 36, 38 and 40. 
Size 34 requires 41 yards of 39-inch mater- 
ial for skirt and jacket and 1%4 yards of 
35-inch lining. 


PICTURES by Jack McLaren 


"THROUGH the fjords of the 
famous “Inside Passage” of the 
North Pacific into a world of contrasts 
— clean, crisp, ocean air — new faces, 
new friends, new adventures — giant 
mountain peaks, dazzling white 
glaciers and sweeping, flower-strewn 
valleys — days that are long and filled 
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A GREAT DEAL DEPENDS ON DRAWING 
THE RIGHT KIND OF SHOE TO MATCH 
THE CHARACTER YOU ARE SHOWING. 
HERE ARE DIFFERENT VIEWS OF THE 
FEET SHOWING 
SHOES. 


with sunshine, nights bright with the Midnight Sun and the mysterious 
aurora—here is the perfect cruise vacation for those who would 
learn the lure of the North and its thrilling beauty. 


From the deck of a palatial Canadian National steamer, see the 
wondrous Taku Glacier, the mountain fringed fjords of the North 
Pacific, Gardner Canal, Douglas Channel, totem-guarded Indian 
villages. Visit Ketchikan, Wrangell, Sitka, (old Russian Capital), 
Juneau and Skagway, beyond which lies the heroic “Trail of ’98”, 
historic Bennett, beautiful Lake Atlin, Miles Canyon, Whitehorse, 
Ample time for side trips. 


Lesson 6 


THEM WITH AND WITHOUT 


Enjoy two vacations in one—the protected sea voyage to Alaska 
and, en route, a holiday at Jasper in the Canadian Rockies, where you 
may golf, swim, hike, ride, motor or fish for speckled and rainbow 
trout amid scenes of unimagined splendour. 
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and up — Vancouver, Victoria or Prince Rupert to Skagway 
and return, including meals and berth except at Skagway. 
$110. and up via Sitka. All outside staterooms. Excellent fare 
— Music — Dancing — Deck Games. 


Vancouver is en fete this year, from 
July ist to September 7th, com- 
memorating its Fiftieth Anniversary. 
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THE TRAMP 





SPORT 
En route to Jasper and Vancouver, plan to stop over 


at Minaki Lodge, in Canada’s famous Lake of the 
Woods Region. Canadian National serves all Canada 
from coast to coast and any Canadian National 
: Ticket Agent will gladly assist you in planning 
your vacation. Low summer fares. 
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CHINESE 
RED 


LIPSTICK AND ROUGE 


by helena rubinstein 


Brightest spot in a season of bril- 
liant colors—Helena Rubinstein’s 
Chinese Red lipstick and rouge. It 
is young and vivid—with lots of 
red to flatter you and just a hint 
of gold to give you a touch of the 
exotic. To pallid skin it lends a 
lovely glow. To dusky skin, it adds Lipsticks .55, 
1.10, 1.25. Rouges to harmonize 
1.10. 


lustre of youth! 
a vibrant accent. 


The appeal of Chinese Red Lip- 
stick goes even deeper than color. 
Like all the famed lipsticks by 
Helena Rubinstein—Red Rasp- 
berry, Red Poppy, Red Geranium, 
Red Coral and warm Terra Cotta 
—this newest lipstick contains a 
precious element which fosters 
natural moisture. It gives your 
lips that ripe dewy gleam—the 


Helenz Rubinstein Powders in 
smart flattering tones. Clinging 
textures for all skins—Dry, Nor- 
mal, Oily.—1.10, 1.65, 3.00. 


Persian Mascara—Doesn’t run, 
doesn’t smart, 1.10. 


Eyelash Grower and Darkener. 
Grooms lashes, brows, 1.10. 


Available at smart Drug and Departmental Stores. 
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helena rubinstein 
126 BLOOR ST. W., TORONTO 
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Chatelaine Service Bulletins 
on Beauty Culture 


Concise — Authentic — Essentially Helpful 


DRESSING YOUR FACE 
Service Bulletin No. 17 


Which treats with the subtleties of make-up 


Not twenty women out of a hundred know 
how to make-up effectively. Some overdo it; 
others use the wrong materials. Yet the right 
make-up can give a plain face charm—a lovely 
face character. 

Learn the secrets of make-up, of high-lighting, 
of facial structure, of color and texture selec- 
tion. Learn how to stress your best features 
and make the least of your worst. Learn 
about the make-up which is individually yours. 
Price 10 cents. 
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BEAUTIFUL HANDS 
Service Bulletin No. 15 


Every woman carries her character in her 

nds—so why not have yours beautifully 
eared for? A little skilled care will keep them 
lovely through the years. Daily care and 
unusual conditions are discussed in this 
bulletin. Price 5 cents. 
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CHATELAINE SERVICE BULLETINS, 
481 University Avenue, Toronto, 






Please send me your Service Bulletins Nos. .................. 00000 -s0cueee 
for which I enclose $ 
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Playtime for Children 


(Continued from page 69} 





created the masterpieces that later became 
the world’s most priceless treasures. The 
children were encouraged to select their 
own favorite pictures, and for the cost of 
only two cents each, they were enabled to 
have these beautiful copies in their own 
rooms. From the same catalogue they 
studied the most famous buildings, learned 
to distinguish between the delicate min- 
arets and domes of the East, and the grace- 
ful towers of Gothic architecture of the 
West. 

A small bird and flower book, tucked 
into the pocket when on rambles, opened 
up a new world of absorbing interest. 
From fifteen-cent records the music of 
other countries was studied and the differ- 
ences of mood and rhythm noticed. 

The children’s classics gave endless 
hours of delight, while a chapter of the 
Bible read nightly left a lasting impression 
of the highest ideals of life and matchless 
beauty of expression. Each child was en- 
couraged to have a hobby, and whether it 
was collecting bugs or moths, the cultiva- 
tion of music or flowers, the mother entered 
wholeheartedly into them all. 

And her wisdom and devotion have been 
well repaid, not only in their happy home 
life, their complete devotion to one another 
and their ability to extract the greatest 
joy out of little things, but also in their 
happy, courageous outlook on life. 

Each child brings to this world a talent; 
it may be to design great bridges or to plan 
pretty clothes, to sing or to sew or to cook, 
to organize games or to meet strangers 
gracefully and put them at their ease, to 
run a home efficiently, to brighten the 
lives of others, or to write great books. It 
matters little what it is, each gift is neces- 
sary in the great scheme of things; it is 
in the full development of the gift and in 
self-expression that the child will find his 
happiness. 


ORGANIZED playgrounds do excellent 
work in keeping the children happily em- 
ployed, and children need contact and play 
with one another to develop the social 
instinet and learn the “give and take of 
life.” But that is only a partial solution to 
the question of the long leisure of the 
future. Children must needs develop poten- 
tialities for happiness from within; for 
the time may come when, through sickness 
or enforced isolation in the far outposts of 
the world, they may be flung upon their 
own resources for their enjoyment. 

I have never had much time to spend 
with my children, a father recently con- 
fessed. but was anxious that they should 
acquire broad interests; so when we were 
all together at the evening meal I consti- 
tuted what we later named “The Fact a 
Day” Club, because each member was 
expected to bring some new fact to the 
table that he had learned about during the 
day. 
“I bet you never heard of Benvenuto 
Cellini,” our fifteen-year-old would ex- 
claim triumphantly, then the fun would 
begin. Each would contribute anything he 
could, and often they would repair later 
to the dictionary or encyclopedia to settle 
an argument or throw further light on the 
subject. The arts, sciences, invention, 
famous men and women, were all brought 
to the club, each child vying to have the 
most interesting topic for discussion. Even 
the six-year-old had her turn and was 
listened to with respect by the rest. Occa- 
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sionally the whole club would spend the 
day in the woods or some part of the city 
verifying a statement made by a member. 
And if, perhaps, much of the knowledge 
thus gained was somewhat superficial, it 
widened the children’s interest in the world 
around them, and paved the way for many 
happy hours of leisure in later years. 

Children who have been thus encour- 
aged from the earliest formative years to 
use their leisure wisely and to have varied 
interests and hobbies, will never become 
the tiresome problem child of the neighbor- 
hood. Life for them will hold too many 
interests and they will not crave artificial 
stimulants or excitement. 

“Mother has always made life so inter- 
esting for us.” a fourteen-year-old ex- 
claimed enthusiastically, ‘‘that I’m sure I 
could be alone for a whole year and never 
feel the least bit lonely. Mother made a 
game for us from the small half-cent size 
famous paintings. We pasted them on 
cardboard and played them like authors. 
We soon knew the famous pictures by 
heart, and became so interested we sent 
for stories of the artists who painted them. 
Now I am taking painting lessons and 
Danny spends most of his time modelling, 
and we do have such fun.” 

What hours of happiness that mother is 
building for her children! Not only for the 
fleeting hours of childhood, of youth, but 
for the long golden years, when retiring 
from the more strenuous activities of life, 
they will be free ‘to indulge in the many 
interesting things for which they have 
never found time. A well-stored mind, an 
unflagging interest and enthusiasm in life, 
an appreciation of the beauty of the world 
around them and the durable satisfactions 
of life are the true lasting values that noth- 
ing can ever take from them. 


ONE FATHER, noticing his small son was 
growing restless and seeking recreation on 
the streets, fixed up a small workshop in 
the basement of their home, explaining to 
the child just why he was doing it. The 
boy was delighted with the idea and wil- 
lingly helped his dad build a rough work- 
table and bench. Then came the fascina- 
ting game of picking up here and there, 
with a very limited pocketbook, a few 
necessary tools. 

And what splendid fun that lad and his 
dad did have! That room was their very 
own. There they could make all the mess, 
all the noise they liked, and no one, not 
even mother, was supposed to go there 
without special permission. 

In time a bar, boxing gloves and other 
sporting paraphernalia were added, and a 
few of the other lads were invited in for a 
friendly bout. Dad and the boy would 
make some cocoa and mother would bake 
some very special buns, and it was not long 
before some of the so-called wilder element 
in the neighborhood were clamoring to 
be allowed to come in and “help make 
things too.” 

That lad plays no more on the streets, 
his home is a far more fascinating place. 

Children are very responsive to sugges- 
tion. The inborn desire for adventure, for 
exploration, for the appreciation of beauty, 
needs only to be developed, the abounding 
energy rightly directed, and life for each 
soul can, and should, be a joyous adven- 
ture. The seeds sown now in the plastic 
young minds, the ideals instilled, the en- 
couragement given, will inevitably bear 
their fruit. 

The old order is changing, the new era 
faces us, and what it will bring none can 
with certainty foretell. But this we know: 
that the foundation of a life will still be 
laid in the home; that the hours for leisure 
will be immeasurably lengthened, and how 
those hours are filled will to a great extent 
determine happiness in life, which is, after 
all, the goal of all human desire. 
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Actor's Wife 


(Continued from page 15) 





Millie watched the face before her. 
Weak lines there were in the mouth and 
under the eyes. But just now there was 
also an unusual amount of confidence and 
hope. 

“Sure, Harold.” She handed out eight 
bright quarters, representing her morning’s 
“ups.” ‘Here!’ She smiled at him. ‘“‘Now, 
look sharp, and be on time for your audi- 
tion. Don’t forget to let Otto and me know 
first before anybody. We’re your friends, 
you know.” 

“You bet, Millie! You’ve been grand 
to me. Simply grand. And you can bet 
there'll be a treat for the Vogel family 
when I cash my first cheque.” 

Harold smiling and completely himself, 
nodded a festive farewell to his dearest 
friend in New York. 


ON HER way home at six, Millie forgot 
the heat and her own fatigue. She had 
adjusted herself quickly to MHarold’s 
changed fortunes. Imagine the kid with a 
hundred a week! It was good to be young 
and handsome in the show business. A 
darned nice boy. Here he was, all set for 
the winter. Well, she was glad they had 
stuck to Harold during his streak of bad 
luck. He’d certainly put in a good word for 
Otto with Gaylord. Millie was sure Har- 
old’s good fortune would mark the begin- 
ning of an upturn in her own and Otto’s. 
Harold would be their friend at court. 

Otto was at home, preparing a hot sup- 
per over the electric grill. 

Millie, in her excitement, forgot to kiss 
her husband. 

“Hello, honey,’’ Otto said. ‘I’m cooking 
you a little fillet of sole.” 

“Oh, that sounds good,” Millie was 
bubbling. She flung off her hat and went 
into the bathroom, adjusting the water 
faucets to tepid temperature. “I’ve some 
news for you, Otto,”’ she called out to him. 

“Yes?”’ Otto was casual, stirring indus- 
triously at the little pan on the grill. 

“Yes!”’ Millie raised her voice for better 
effect. ‘It’s about Harold.”” She stood in 
the bathroom door, unfastening her dress 
at the side, and kicking off her slippers. 
“‘He’s just about picked for a part in ‘The 
Stretch of Doom’ at a hundred a week. 
Now, will you listen?” 

The spoon Otto was holding dropped 
into the hot sauce, but Millie did not 
notice. She stretched her story grandly. 
She was proud of her friend, Harold, and 
grew more so in the telling of her tale, 
throwing a mantle of possession about 
him as she talked. 

Otto, listening, took a firm grip on the 
spoon. He bent a trifle too far over the 
small grill. When she had finished he did 
not at once reply. 

“Isn’t that wonderful news, Otto?’ 

“*Yes,’’ Otto said. 

Millie flashed him a secret look from 
eyes that were too small for beauty. She 
understood his silence. Of course her hus- 
band was hurt, a little jealous even, over 
Harold’s sudden change in fortune. By 
contrast, he would think of himself as 
even more of a failure. “‘Cheer up, dear,” 
she said quickly. “You know perfectly well 
Harold will help us with Gaylord, don’t 
you?” 

“Harold help us with Gaylord?” Otto 
said slowly. ‘Harold help me with Gay- 
lord?” He laughed down in his throat, an 
apologetic, bitter sound. “Well. I guess 
no one can help me with Gaylord now.” 

“Listen, dear! Let’s forget all about the 
old job. Anyway, Harold’ll be off our 
hands, won’t he?” Millie walked over to 
where was standing a stooped and forlorn 
figure. She leaned toward him and kissed 
him brightly, leaving a frivolous smudge of 


lipstick across his melancholy cheek. 
“Come on! Let’s eat. I’m starving.” 

Otto smiled at her and patted her shoul- 
der. ‘‘All right, dear,’ he said. 

While they were eating, the telephone 
rang. It was Harold. Millie’s voice, raised 
to just the proper pitch of excitement for 
the occasion, filled the room. “It’s all 
set then?” she called into the mouthpiece. 

“Yes,’”’ came over the wire. “I sign my 
contract in the next day or so. As soon as 
it’s drawn up, y’know. I’ve an appoint- 
ment to ring Gaylord in a few moments.” 
The English accent was all correct this 
time, the voice full of confidence. 

“Come on over,” Millie invited. ‘We'll 

have a toast to your luck. Otto’s home 
till nine.” 
“Gracious, Mil, that’s nice of you, but I 
just promised Gene and the other boys I’d 
celebrate with them. I’d have asked you 
to come along, but you said this morn- 
ing—” 

There was an awkward silence, then 
Millie said: “‘I’ll not wait for you tonight 
then. You'll probably not be coming 
around.” She clicked the receiver back on 
its hook. 


OTTO LEFT at nine. Millie, alone, de- 
cided to give herself a manicure. She sat in 
the comfortable chair near the radio and 
tuned in on her favorite station; she was 
in the mood to listen to some sparkling 
tunes, and in the roaring forties it doesn’t 
take long to find the proper wave length 
for what she wanted. But staccato inter- 
ference caused by a brewing thunderstorm 
spoiled her pleasure. She clicked the mach- 
ine into silence. 

Perhaps she had been a little quick over 
the telephone. She felt sure Harold would 
come tonight, anyway. lf he did, she’d be 
sweet as ever; not show her hurt over his 
preference, tonight of all times, for Gene 
Gates and his friends. She sighed and 
settled a little farther into her chair, busy 
with her nails and her thoughts. She heard 
the rain come down on the roof just above 
her and was glad to be inside. Now that 
Harold could pay his own way, perhaps 
she’d propose a small apartment for the 
three of them, instead of moving into the 
Grand Palace. It would be nice to live well 
again; heavenly to escape living as they 
did here, between the bedroom and one’s 
bath. 

It was after twelve when, the deep rose 
polish applied to the last finger, she reluc- 
tantly decided that Harold was not coming 
after all. 

She climbed into bed, cozily contented. 
For once she forgot the lonely quiet of a 
flat on the top floor of a house in the West 
Forties, although it was not the fact of 
the million or so of people who trod the 
streets below her which made her unmind- 
ful of solitude. Rather, that one of them 
had secured a foothold on the precarious 
rock to which they all clung with such 
grim, gay fortitude. 


SHE WAS aroused by Otto’s key in the 
lock. She sat up and glanced automatically 
at the wrist-watch under her pillow. 
“Otto!” she called, frightened. ‘‘What’s 
wrong?”’ She flung out of bed and into the 
living room. 

“Nothing. Nothing. Don’t get ex- 
cited,”” her husband said. He went at once 
into the bathroom to remove his rain- 
soaked coat and hat. ‘Gosh! What 
weather!” 

Otto, in shirtsleeves and vest, a tired, 
discouraged little man, faced her. ‘‘Noth- 
ing wrong, dear. Get back into-bed. Must 
have your beauty sleep, you know!”’ He 
had never, Millie thought, looked so com- 
pletely dejected. His shoes were soaked. 

She walked to a chest of drawers and 
took out a pair of worn felt bedroom 
slippers. ‘Here!’ She put them down 
beside him. ‘“‘Put those on. I’ll make you 
some hot coffee.” 

“Thanks, Millie,” Otto said. They had 
been married ten years, but this was the 
first time Otto had ever really permitted 
his darling wife to make his coffee without 
protest. {Continued on page 101} 
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FLOOR 


Super Speed Frost Chamber. 
Jiffy Jars. 
All Metal Construction. 


Contratherm Insulation. 


Basket Door Racks. 


Obtainable with 5 Year Protection Plan 
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JUST WASH 
THE DIRT AWAY! 


Gillett’s Pure Flake Lye actually 
washes off dirt without hard scrubbing. 
Just use a solution of 1 teaspoonful 
dissolved in a quart of cold* water. It 
cuts through grease, takes out stub- 
born stains. Use Gillett’s Lye for all 
heavy cleaning. To clear stopped-up 
drainpipes, too—and for toilet bowls. 
It kills germs, banishes odors—and 
won’t hurt enamel or plumbing. Get 
a tin—today! 
%# Never dissolve lye in hot water. The ac- 
tion of the lye itself heats the water. 





FREE BOOKLET—The Gillett’s Lye Book- 
let shows how this powerful cleanser and dis- 
infectant can save you work. Send for a free 
copy to Standard Brands Ltd., Fraser Ave. & 
Liberty St., Toronto, Ont. 





A pproa ch to Love 


(Continued from page 92) 


“Isn't that what you wanted—for her to 

for us to get together?” 

He picked up his fork, laid it down, drew 
his napkin across dry lips. ‘“That was the 
idea, wasn’t it?” 

“Yeah. She’s a little different from what 
I expected. You're not so hot at describ- 
ing people, are you? Not much better than 
Henry.” But he was looking again toward 
the table near the pillar. Henry was lean- 
ing across the table now, talking to Manon 
and she was smiling. Sari put her hand to 
her throat. Suddenly she pushed her chair 
back and stood up. ‘‘Well, come along and 
introduce me.” 

“Wait a minute. Sari—’”’ 

When he saw that she was already 
threading her way between the tables he 
got up and followed her. Sari smiled and 
waved to friends as she went. Sweetness 
and light—that was her cue. Spread’ it 
thick. It wasn’t going to do any good to 
lose her head: let ’em see that the joke 
was on her! She’d die first. 

Henry saw her coming and stood up. 
“Hi, Henry!” 

“Hello, Sari! How are you, Hastie? 
Manon, meet Miss Sari Bardell. Sari, this 
is Miss Manon Benafit of whom you may 
have heard—” 

“T should say I have!” 

“How do you do! I’m so glad—” 

Charlot, glancing across at them was 
proud. They made a very attractive group. 
The two slim, trim young men, the two 
beautiful ladies, all laughing together: it 
was things like this that made a club nice 
and cosy. 

“I’ve been looking forward to meeting 
you,” Manon said. 

“I’ve been looking forward to meeting 
you,” Sari said. 

Henry looked at Leigh and drawled: 
“Draw up a chair, Hastie, and let’s drink 
to the happy consummation of the ladies’ 
wishes.” 


Leigh looked back at him stonily. 
“Thanks, but I think we’d better get back 
to our table. Sari’s dinner will be coming 
along in a minute.” 

Sari was already seated. ‘‘Oh, sit down 
and be sociable, Leigh.” 

“Your dinner will be cold.” 

“What of it!’’ Sari said. Manon said 
nothing. Her eyes were lifted to Leigh’s 
frozen, white face and the smile on her 
mouth was a little tremulous. Sari felt 
herself slipping and made one last effort 
to control herself. But it was no use. 
“‘What’s the matter with you! Are you 
afraid I’ll contaminate your innocent little 
friend?” 

Sari thrust her face across the table. 
“He’s afraid you won’t approve of me, 
darling. Can you tie that?” She laughed 
merrily. ‘Well, I can. Listen, do you 
know what I expected to see tonight? A 
dear little girl scout in linsey-woolsey—” 

“Oh, come now, Sari!’ Leigh said, des- 
perately jovial. 

“I give you my word, darling, I thought 
you’d come in here with a prayerbook in 





one hand and a bunch of buttercups in the 
other—”’ 

“Don’t let her kid you,” Henry said. 
“And how about a dance!” 

Sari whirled on Leigh. ‘“That’s what 
you told me, darling! You said she landed 
here looking like an immigrant. Aren’t 
you ashamed, slandering a poor girl like 
that just because she was clever enough to 
chisel half a million dollars out of your 
poor old aunt 

“Stop it! You’re making a spectacle of 
yourself—of all of us.”’ 

“Not half as much of a spectacle as 


you’ve made of yourself, darling! Letting | 


yourself be taken in by little Elsie Dins- 
more here! Letting her cheat you out of 

“Let’s get out of here, Manon,”’ Henry 
said and shoved back his chair. 

Charlot came hurrying over, his chubby 
hands outstretched, making smoothing 
motions. ‘Please, is there any trouble? 
Is there—”’ 


“Let her go! The sneaking little hypo- | 


crite—”’ 


“Shh! For heaven’s sake, Sari!’’ Charlot | 
said and wrung his hands. ‘Take her out, | 


Mr. Hastie, please- 


Manon and Henry had disappeared. | 


Leigh stood up. He said in a dead voice, 
“Come along, Sari.’’ 


IN THEIR taxi, Henry and Manon were 
silent. 
Manon. She sat bolt upright hanging on 
to the strap, looking straight before her. 

And in another taxi, clinging frantically 
to Leigh’s arm, Sari was crying: ‘Don’t, 
Leigh! Don’t be like that! Did you 
expect me just to sit there and take it? 

She began to sob wildly, noisily: ‘I 


couldn’t help it—to think of her pulling | 


the wool over your eyes. If I hadn’t loved 
you so much—’”’ 

“All right, all right. Let’s not talk about 
it any more. It’s all over. Don’t cry.” 

But when they reached her hotel he 
refused to go in with her. ‘“‘You’d better 
climb into bed: you need the rest—” 

She went upstairs but not to sleep. She 
slid out of her ermine wrap and began to 
pace the floor. She had spilled the beans— 
or hadn’t she? After he began to think it 
over, he’d remember the things she had 
said, realize they were true—all true. The 
girl was a sneaking hypocrite—-but, ah, 
she was lovely! It was that, the shock of 
seeing a girl like that, when she had ex- 
pected something so vastly different—that 
had been her undoing. And seeing the look 
on Leigh’s face when he saw her there with 
Henry! Was he in love with her! Was he? 

The telephone rang and she scooped it 
up. A man’s voice said, ‘Miss Bardell, 
this is Harry Peck of The Star. I just got 
a tip about some scrap at the Royale. 
Thought you might give me a little dope 
on it.” 

Sari sat down in the chair beside the 
telephone table. “Scrap? What scrap?” 


“I hoped you’d know about that,” the | 


voice said blandly. “Of course, I’ve 
already ‘got enough to make a nice little 


story, but I thought it might be better for | 


all concerned if we had the facts.” 

“Oh, you did!”’ She thought about it 
while the voice waited. After a moment 
she said, “Well, maybe you're right at 
that,’’ and smiled gently into the trans- 
mitter. ‘Suppose you come up and I- 
I'll see what I can do for you.” 

{To be concluded} 


What has gone hefore in our serial “Approach to Love” 


MANON BENAFIT lives in Paris with her 
father SANDOR BENAFIT, a brilliant musi- 
cian, both enjoying the casual Bohemian ex- 
istence, and befriended by the very wealthy 
AMELIA KINHURST. To Paris comes LEIGH 
HASTIE, Amelia's nephew, a very wealthy 
New Yorker, and in the charming setting of 
a Parisian studio and an old French garden, 
falls in love with Manon's exquisite charm. 
Aunt Amelia, who is devoted to both Leigh 
and Manon, is very anxious that they should 
be married, and to further this end, finances 
a tour of America for Manon and her father, 


in a series of concerts in the principal centres. 
Manon comes to America, but- when Leigh 
sees her in his smart New York setting, she 
looks so old-fashioned and dowdy and he is 
bitterly disappointed. So is Manon and she 
completes her tour with Sandor very unhap- 
pily Leigh becomes engaged to Sari, a 

eautiful dancer. Aunt Amelia dies and 
leaves her entire fortune to Manon as well 
as the French chateau. Cora, a new friend 
of Manon, teaches her how to dress beauti- 
fully, and Manon becomes the centre of a 
very gay crowd. 


Henry stole an occasional look at | 


| 
| 


| 
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House cleaning means 
silver cleaning — and 
here’s the most satis- 
factory way of lighten- 
ing the work. Switch 
to Nonsuch the eco- 
nomical Silver Cream 
that gives the polish 
that stays. Ask for 
Nonsuch and you'll be 
delighted to see how 
quickly stains and film 
vanish. 
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of Church and 
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in solving this worrisome problem. 
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erous ~~ of co-operative assist- 
ance. You will be under no obliga- 
tion if you mail the coupon for full 

details. 
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YOUR SON — AND WAR 


by H. NAPIER MOORE 


I DON’T SUPPOSE that in Canada there is a mother of a 
young son who at some time during the past year has not 
shuddered at the thought of another war. 

I know a mother who lives close to the college her sixteen- 
year-old son attends. He is in the cadet corps. She hears the 
bugles. And anxiety flits across her face. 

I met her one morning as the bugles were blowing and the 
drums beating. She had a newspaper in her hand. The head- 
lines shrieked of new tensions in Europe, of Britain rearming. 

She said: ‘‘Do you think there is going to be another war? I 
cannot help worrying about my boy; about all those young- 
sters. They know nothing about the last war. They like the 
uniforms, the parades and the drills. But if any war lasted 
two or three years they’d be in it. It’s ghastly. I pray God 
that Canada keeps out of it, whatever Britain may do. 

There are thousands of Canadian mothers who think the 
same thing. Fathers, too. 

Throughout the Dominion there is a growing feeling that 
Canada’s policy should be one of isolation from Great Britain’s 
commitments in all world affairs which do not directly affect 
Canadian interests. 


IT IS an understandable feeling. But the carrying out of sucha 
policy might be the means of injuring the very cause we have 
at heart--World Peace. 

In the first place, nothing of importance can happen in any 
part of the world which will not directly affect Canada. We 
are an exporting nation. Your husband’s weekly pay cheque 
probably depends on maintenance of our trade with other 
countries. . 

A shot fired across the boundary of Ethiopia affects the 
price of wheat in Winnipeg. 

A Rome dispatch printed in your newspaper may make 
you decide not to buy a new dress just yet because “things 


_look black.” 


Canada is part of the British Empire. The ships carrying 
our produce are travelling trade routes protected by the 
British Navy. We deal freely with other lands because of the 
prestige of an Empire flag. We can’t very well say, ‘““We’ll 
stay in the Empire, of course, because we value the protection 
of our trade. The British Navy is very useful to us, and it 
doesn’t cost us anything. But if ever the Empire gets into an 
argument, no matter who is right, we can’t be expected to 
have anything to do with it.” 

Suppose we went the whole way and withdrew from the 
Empire, declaring our neutrality in the event of a general 
conflagration. How should we maintain that independence? A 
nation of ten million people cannot maintain a navy, an army, 
a military air force. We should, therefore, have to rely on 
our geography. 

But the airplane is rapidly diminishing the security of 
geography. 

So in emergency we would rely on the benevolent protection 
of the United States. 

As an independent nation would we have any right to 
expect that? Or would we go so far as to make ourself a 
dependency of the United States? If so, we would of necessity 
share in any wars the Republic might have thrust upon it. 


NOW LOOK at the other side of the picture. The character of 
the British people, the might of their fleet and the record of 
their effort in the last war are the great deterrent to war today. 
Because no nation is anxious to fight Britain. Because Britain 
is doing her utmost to prevent war by supporting collective 
action of members of the League of Nations. 

The influence of Britain is multiplied by the partnership 
she holds in the Empire. 

Thus a United Empire is the greatest peace factor in the 
world today. Its influence could only be exceeded by one 
thing —-united action on the part of the Empire and the United 
States. Which is remote. 

The moment one part of that Empire withdraws its active 
support, collective influence is weakened. Peace becomes more 
difficult to maintain. War is made more probable. 

In every other country there are thousands of mothers who 
are just as anxious about their sons as you are about yours. 
More so, perhaps, because they are closer to the zones of 
potential hostilities. 

Their hope also lies in the establishment of the principle 
of collective effort to prevent wars. 

It seems to me that Canada’s support of Britain in her 
present policies is more likely to result in greater benefit to the 
cause of peace than is isolation from her affairs. 


@ BAKED MAPLE SYRUP CUSTARD 


¥%, cup Eagle Brand Sweetened Condensed Milk 2 eggs 
24% cups hot water Y, teaspoon salt 
Y; cup fresh Maple Syrup Grating of nutmeg 

Blend Eagle Brand Sweetened Condensed Milk with hot water, and pour over slightly 
beaten eggs. Add salt. Put Maple Syrup in greased baking dish, and swish around 
to coat inside. Fill dish with mixture. Sprinkle with nutmeg, place in pan filled 
with hot water to depth of custard, and bake in slow oven (325° F.) till custard is 
set—about 50 minutes. Serves 6. 

Be sure to use Eacte Brann Sweetened Condensed Milk for this recipe. 

{Evaporated Milk can't—won't succeed. Be sure you understand the difference.} 


Here is glistening, quivery-firm custard—tempting, tender 
and tantalizing. The elusive flavor of maple syrup com- 
pletes this distinctive dessert—and you can make it with 
perfect confidence that here, at last, is a custard that 
can’t go wrong! 


FREE ! Wonderful New Cook Book! 


Beautifully colored cover and 36 lavishly illustrated pages show you 

J scores of Magic Recipes—unbelievably quick and easy. Pies made 
a without going near a stove—mayonnaise in a few stirs—cookies that a 
§ child can make—other toothsome custards—quicker, easier sauces— 
beverages—ice creams (freezer and automatic). Address: The Borden 


Company, Limited, Yardley House, Toronto 2, Ontario. 


IN 09 ceases necensernstereneenenesenesaseesesncnesnssantnaeseseee 
a seiceiansiaihaiiae 


City ateliasiati POU ccorcciisstisivamniiibantaentinia a 
(Print name and address plainly) 
3-56 This coupon may be pasted on a postcard 134 


Like a Pair 
For Yourself? 


There are thrills ahead for every girl 
and boy who has a pair of these fast, 
sturdily-built roller skates. Made in 
Canada from high-grade steel, these 
skates have strong, rigid trucks, high 
steel backs, and are fitted with a 
speedy single-ball race and self-con- 
tained rolls. Toe-clamps grip tightly; 
adjustment is easily made, and the 
skates will extend from 8!/4 to 1034", 
They are suitable for either boys or 
Supplied by Birks-Ellis-Ryrie girls. 


YOU CAN WIN THESE SKATES! 


You can have these skates for yourself, without cost, delivered postpaid to your address 
—if you will send me Three One-Year Subscriptions to Chatelaine at $1.00 each, or 
Two Two-Year Subscriptions at $1.50. You can get these subscriptions from friends, 
neighbors or relatives—but please remember, subscriptions from your own home, or 
which your father or mother have paid for, will not count. These Skates are offered 
as a reward for securing Subscriptions from other people. 





When you have the Subscriptions, write the names and addresses of the subscribers 
clearly on a sheet of paper, with your own name and address. Pin this announcement 
to it, and mail it to me with your remittence for $3.00 — and in a very short time 
you will be sailing along on your fine new skates! 


Mail the subscriptions to me — 


JEAN TRAVIS, Chatelaine, 48! University Avenue, Toronto 
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The simple 
decorative 
treatment of the 
Lady Hamilton 
design, Community 
Plate, adds grace to 
the table. The makers 
of this silverware suggest 
SILV0O to preserve silver’s 
loveliness. 


Preserve 
its Beauty 


ILVO—bland, safe and 
gentle—emphasizes the 
charm of your silverware, 
keeping it new and glow- 
ing always. 
Enjoy the radiance of your 
treasures on your daily table. 


Write us for free sample ofa, a 


Silvo 


QuID SILVER POLISH 
Reckitts (Oversea) Limited, 1014 Amherst Street, Montrec! 
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For less than 2¢ a week 
clean, shine and preserve. 


Cheap polishes only shine 
furniture. O-Cedar's extra 
ingredients ‘feed’ surface 
pores. Delicate finishes 
are costly to replace— 
preserve them with 
O-Cedar. Non-greasy. 

Tried an O-Cedar Tri- 
angular Mop? Unrivalled 


for dusting and polishing. 
Large floor spread. 
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‘or Lucky Brides 





C389 — They’re enchanting — these 
nosegay fingertip towels—an exact re- 
production of an old-fashioned nosegay, 
even to the lace frill, represented by a scal- 
loped edge in cream. Size 13 x 18 inches- 
tiny hems are required down each side 
and a single hemstitching or a double row 
of machine stitching across one end before 
fringing. Stamped on white, yellow or 
green linen, price 50 cents per pair; cot- 
tons for working, 10 cents. 

C426—Any bride would find delight in 
this exquisite dress hanger. The dainty 
little design is stamped on silk taffeta in 
pink or blue. The hanger itself is not sent 
but gocds will fit any hanger. Stamped 
taffeta with cottons for working, price 
25 cents. 





C342—An unusually charming shop- 
ping bag is stamped on the new catmeal 
linen homespun. Size, when finished, about 
11 x 13 inches. With polished wood handles 
in very light shade to blend with linen, 
and lining, price 75 cents; cottons for 
working, 15 cents. 





Novel and 
Exquisite Designs 
Ready to Put Together 


by 


MARIE LE CERF 





C425—-This very good-looking cro- 
cheted purse, size about 5 x 10 inches, 
with side gussets making it handy to use 
and quite roomy. The new Cronita is used, 
and ball fastener (which is covered to 
match purse), lining and complete instruc- 
tions for making are sent. In white, mater- 
ials are priced at $1.00, and in colors 
your choice of black, brown, green or light 
navy—$1.25. 

C430—-Here’s something very new and 
gay—“*You and me’’ luncheon or 
bridge sets. A romantic little set for the 
bride’s shower. Or with additional ‘“You” 
serviettes, you can make a very novel and 
intriguing set for light refreshments at any 
time. Especially designed for coronation 
colors—white linen worked in red and blue. 
but can also be supplied in yellow linen if 
a brighter color combination is preferred. 
36-inch cloth with 2 serviettes, price $1.25; 
additional serviettes 2 for 25 cents. Cot- 
tons for working 20 cents. 





Order from Marie 
Le Cerf, Chatelaine, 
481 University Ave 
nue, Toronto, en 


money order, If send 


ing cheque, kindly 
add fifteen cents for 
bank exchanae. Ar- 
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“A Streamlined Trip” 


ODE the 6th 

of December, 
1935, Chicago to 
Minneapolis in the 
streamlined, alu- 
minum train 
“Zephyr.” West to 
the Mississippi, 
then northward to 
aver- 
age speed 87 miles, 
following the great 
river. Most impres- 
sive was not the 
design, or speed of 
this train (I had 
seen pictures of it) 
but the perfect 
adaptation of 
means and objec- 
tive. The objective 
was safe speed. The ‘od Aa” iy 
means? Marvelous 77 Cgier on, M.D. 
power, fuel perfect- taken in his 77th year 
ly adapted to power 
plant, weight elimination paramount; 
vibration, luxury notably diminished- 
and the objective was obtained. 

Note the human lesson taught by this 
newest train. The objectives of the 
human and the train are alike—achieve- 
ment. The train attains its objective, the 
human rarely does. Why? Because he 
fails to adopt means to objective. Man's 
greatest mistake is in his fuel. A Diesel 
engine drives the train, but because of 
its construction it requires fuel perfectly 
adapted to its organic perfection. The 
human body is infinitely more perfect 
and imperiously demands more perfect 
fuel for its performance. That fuel is 
food. Yet we choose our foods so fool- 
ishly, and they work so poorly, that sick- 
ness costs Canada over a billion and a 
quarter dollars yearly. A free use of 
Roman Meal, Bekus-Puddy, Lishus and 
Kofy-Sub will correct much of the evil 
caused by poorly selected foods. At least 
one meal daily with two to four cups 
Kofy-Sub will prove this statement true 
within a single month. Write for free 
literature on foods and health to Robt. G. 
Jackson, M.D., 516 Vine Avenue, Toronto. 
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The above is from a 





Planning a Motor Trip? 





You'll want a copy of ‘‘Motor Camp 
ing’’ by Porter Varney. This little book 
is packed with useful, practical infor 

25¢ mation for motor campers. Where and 
how to go, and what to take. Complete 
planus for mak ng equipment, even to a 
house trailer Fully illustrated 


TRANS-CANADA NEWS COMPANY 
210 Dundas St. W., Toronto 
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Actor's Wife 


(Continued from page 97) 





A gradually dawning complacency in- 
duced by the coffee and stillness hovered 
over them. It was broken sharply by a long 
ring of the doorbell, followed by two short 
rings. Harold’s signal! 

Otto set his cup on the floor beside him, 
rose quickly from his chair. ‘‘Don’t let him 
in,” he said, emphatically. “‘I’m too tired.” 

Millie’s hand was already on the door 
button. ‘Why not?” she asked irritably. 
This was no time, she knew, to offend 
Harold. “He’s been celebrating with Gene 
and the other boys and probably thinks 
I’m alone. He'll be hurt if I don’t answer.” 

But Otto was beside her, and he pulled 
her soft, fleshly little fingers away from 
the wall almost roughly. ‘Don’t answer, 
I tell you!” 

Millie stared at him, unbelieving. The 
bell behind the door repeated Harold’s 
signal. One long, two short rings. ‘‘What’s 
wrong with you, Otto?” 

“Harold,”’ Otto said, looking directly 
into Millie’s eyes, “‘is out; he’s through, 
finished.” 

“Are you crazy? Don’t you know he’s 
practically promised to speak to Gaylord 
about you?” 

“Since when have I needed such as 
Harold to speak to Gaylord for me?” 

Millie saw before her an old man who 
was not acting, but who had now in his 
voice the tones of one who might be por- 
traying the tragic old trouper clinging to 
the shreds of his former dignity. 
“Goodness! Listen to that bell!” She 
reached for the button again. ‘He'll get 
drenched out there in the rain.” 

Otto held her eyes and spoke bitterly. 
“T spent an hour with Gaylord tonight,” 
he said. ‘‘And after that I spent four hours 
walking in the rain instead of going to that 
night club.” 

“Gaylord?” Miéillie’s nerves quivered 
awake all over her body. “Did you have 
an appointment? Did he offer you a 
part?” 

“He had already done that. . . Darn 
that bell, anyhow. Why doesn’t the fool 


go?” 

“Never mind the bell. What did you 
say?” 

“I said Gaylord had already offered me 
a part.” 


“What part? What play? How much?” 
“The convict brother part. In ‘The 
Stretch of Doom.’ At a hundred a week.” 


Millie could not see nor feel: she 
reached out a hand to the chair beside her 
for support. “Then why. . .” 

The bell played a nerve-racking tattoo 
now, having given up all attempt at formal 
signalling. 

“Why didn’t I get it? Because our dear 
friend Harold convinced Gaylord this 
afternoon during his audition, that 
his own youth and undoubted talent 
deserved a chance.” Otto paused for a 
moment; then, like a man who knows he is 
applying a match to a devastating bomb, 
he said: “That at my age, an opportunity 
more or less doesn’t matter.” 

It was a full minute before Millie 
grasped, through the distraction of the 
constantly sounding bell and the din her 
own emotions made within her, the full 
meaning of her husband’s words. 

“At your age,” she said, in a low, harsh 
voice. “At our age. = 

The sudden surcease of the bell’s violent 
ringing quieted her at that moment. 

Otto, realizing her distress, covered her 
hands with his own. ‘Don’t look so un- 
happy,” he said. “I’m sorry, but I had to 
tell you.” 

The years that Millie had never ad- 
mitted even to herself, possessed her. 
“Why didn’t you tell me this before, 
Otto?” she asked miserably. 

Otto’s eyes fell away from hers. “I 
wanted to surprise you,” he said. 

Her dream of the Grand Palace Hotel, with 
its sheets changed twice a week, and its 
table d’héte dinners; her dream of telling 
Mr. Rosenbloom that her husband had 
secured at last a part in a Broadway pro- 
duction and she would not, therefore, be 
reporting after Saturday to sell his hats at 
$1.89, and up. Hatred flared now for 
the youthful Harold. ‘I hope,’ she said, 
half to herself, ‘‘the show goes on the rocks 
a week after it opens.” 

“Sugar?” Otto asked. 

“No, thanks.’’ The coffee could never 
be bitter as her own thoughts. “‘I’ll not see 
it if it runs for ever!” 

Otto was silent, drinking his coffee. 

“Will you?” Millie prodded him, setting 
down her black glass cup. 

Otto put his own empty cup exactly in 
the middle of its saucer. ‘‘Yes,’’ he said 
slowly. “I'd like to see it.” 

Millie snorted and arose. She walked to 
the window, her black satin house-coat 
drawn in tight folds about her curving 
figure. She looked out for a moment at the 
teeming rain. “Anyway, he had a nice ses- 
sion down there in the wet, with that door- 
bell,” she said, utterly without humor. 

She turned back into the room. With a 
contemptuous bravado she snapped the 
radionob on. She was glad of her manicure. 
Mr. Rosenbloom liked her nails to look 
well when she handled the hats. 


Sew Yourself into a Thrilling Summer 


IN THE twinkle of a bobbin and the flash 
of a shuttle, Paris appears at your finger- 
tips. And within easy budgetting distance. 
It’s through a special kind of magic 
brewed by Chatelaine’s Fashion Editor and 
the Singer Home Sewing Schools. The 
dress featured in the photograph is from 
a Chatelaine pattern. It was made in one 
of the schools, which are found at every 
Singer Shop, and are at your service for 
free sewing instruction any time. 

We planned the other three outfits to 
complete an easily made, exciting summer 
wardrobe. And at a total cost of $30.78, 
using the best of fabrics throughout. The 
Singer Shops have complete details of each 
dress shown, and will gladly give you assis- 
tance in making them. All are from Chate- 
laine patterns. 

Photographed is a silk linen slub weave 
frock in Marina Blue with dull buttons of 
navy. Inside tucking (with Singer edge 
stitcher), wide collar, loop fasteners, give 
it grace as well as swinging smart smart- 
ness. Perfect for teaing and lunching, 


golfing and working. For chill Canadian 
mornings, country or town, there’s the 
two-piece suit with navy cheviot skirt, 
fancy weave flannel jacket (sleeve-pleated) 
and sulphur yellow unshrinkable linen 
blouse. The jacket frock in plain and 
figured camillia crépe linen will be elegant 
for dinner (short-sleeved dress) excellent 
for afternoon. 

Glamorous in white printed chiffon en- 
livened with gypsy violet flowers, large 
size, is the summer evening gown. Cost of 
each dress is given in the budget sheets, 
with estimated ready-made cost. Navy 
accessories would be smart with all street 
costumes, 

v 


Description of patterns on page 95. These 
are Chatelaine patterns and may be ordered 
from leading stores or direct from Chate- 
laine Pattern Service, 481 University Avenue, 
Toronto, Ontario. When ordering give num- 
ber and size desired. All patterns priced at 
15 cents. Patterns shown are given in size 
36, 39" material. 
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REASONS why Johnson’s Baby 


nurses and mothers every where. 
It’s borated—healing and mildly 
antiseptic. 
No zine stearate—does not irri- 
tate or burn. 


5 Powder is preferred by doctors, 


. No orris-root—does not cake or 


clog the pores. 

No harsh gritty particles—does 
not chafe. 

It’s a pure, safe, gentle powder 
lubricant. 
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LAKE LOUISE 
EMERALD LAKE 


Three Vacations in One 


@ High in the Canadian Rockies is one 
of the wonder spots of the world— 
Banff Springs Hotel, capital of Banff 
National Park. Do you know that 
this mountain wonderland is at your 
front door . . . an easy, inexpensive 
journey from your home? 


Plan to visit Banff this summer—yes, 
and lovely Lake Louise and sparkling 
Emerald Lake as well—enjoy three 
vacations on one low-cost all-expense 
tour. Golf on mile-high fairways... 
swim in warm sulphur pools within 
sight of mighty glaciers . . . ride, hike, 
on sky-line mountain trails . . . Alpine 
climbing... tennis... give yourself a 
never-to-be-forgotten vacation at little 
more than the cost of an ordinary out- 
ing. Reduced round-trip, summer fares 
plus Canadian Rockies all-expense 
tours make it possible. Ask for details. 


LOW-COST 
ALL-EXPENSE TOURS 


4 COLOURFUL DAYS—2 days at Banff, 
2 days at Lake Louise, visiting Emerald Lake 
and Moraine Lake. 

From BanrF or FIExp, all expenses ....... $55 


6 WONDERFUL DAYS — 2 days at Banff, 
2 days at Lake Louise, plus 1 day optional at 
Banff or Lake Louise and 1 day at Emerald 
Lake. Visit to Moraine Lake. 

From BanrfF or FIED, all expenses ...... . $70 


Tours begin at Banff or Field—starting June 
18 from Banff, westbound, and June 20 from 
Field, eastbound, until Sept. 15. All include 
transportation from Banff to Field (or Field 
to Banff), modern hotel room (with private 
bath at Banff and Lake Louise), meals. - 
plus 126 miles of thrilling mountain motoring. 
Stop-overs at regular rates. 

Banff Springs Hotel open June 13 to Sept. 15; 
Chateau Lake Louise and Emerald Lake 
Chalet, June 20 to Sept. 15. 


9-DAY All- Expense Cruises to ALASKA 
from Vancouver or Victoria—$90 up (meals 
and berth included, except at Skagway). 


Vancouver Golden Jubilee, July 1- Sept. 7. 
Ten weeks of festival, sport and fun. 


Full information from any Canadian 
Pacific agent 


CANADIAN 
PACIFIC 
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Alpine Motoring 
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$.0.S8 made my 


old saucepan 
shine like new 


There’s the shine you thought 
was gone forever. 

Like magic, really — the way 
$.0.S. brings *em back alive — 
those old, crusted, blackened pots 
and pans you think are “through”. 

Easy? Yes —a little extra rub- 
bing first time. After that a dip, 
a rub, a rinse will do—your alumi- 
num shines again like new. 


Ask for S.O.S. at your grocer’s, 
your department, hardware or five 
and ten cent store. Or mail the 
coupon below for a generous free 
trial package. 





Look for the 
YELLOW and 











* ° * 
SHINES 
Greasy pans. 
Scorched pots, 
Smoked 


Pyrex cook- 
ing ware. 
Messy stove 


Tet 


broilers. i oe” See aie coupon, or 0 post 


ae card to 8.O.S. Manufacturing 
o” Company of Canada, Limited, 365 
of Sorauren Ave., Toronto, for a free 
o trial package of S.O.S. You'll like it! 
Made in Canada, Fully protected by patents. 


eee r reer a sersteenseuneree 







Be a Better Bridge Player 


(Continued from page 55) 





For the purpose of valuing your hand, do 
not count more than two honor tricks in 
any one suit. 

Personally, for valuing no-trump hands 
I like the Work-Peterson count? which is 
uncannily accurate; count each Ace as 
four, King as three, Queen as two, Jack 
as one, ten as a half. The last four require 
small cards as guards. To bid one no 
trump you need a count of 16, two no 
trump requires, 19, and three no trump 23. 
Partner raises from one to two on a count 
of 7, from one to three on a count of 9, and 
from two to three on 6. 

Now look at this hand taken from the 
last Bridge Olympic. 


West Dealer North-South Vulnerable 
N 
K.9873 
842 
3 A.43 
97 
Ww 
$ 10642 S: j.5 
A. K.Q. 763 
3 Q. 109 Z K. J. 82 
A. Q. 10 K. J. 43 
A. °. 
J.1095 


765 
8652 
You will notice that West has 314 honor 


tricks and a plus—or a count of 1814— 
very nearly enough for an opening bid of 


two no trump. However the experts’ rul 
ing on the hand was the bid of ‘‘one no 
trump.” North has 1% honor tricks, but 
passes, being vulnerable, and probably 
rather pleased with the opponent's bid. 
East has a trick and a plus. or a count of 
8 and a plus——and says two no trump, and 
West goes to three. 

Of course the main point in the hand is 
one of defense, but it is also a good illus- 
tration of no trump bidding. Notice that 
North can defeat the contract: ‘‘the best 
laid schemes 0’ mice and men gang aft 
agley.”” North leads his fourth best spade, 
South takes with the Ace and returns the 
Queen. Now North should stop and think. 
West has bid three no trump and almost 
certainly has four spades to the ten; but 
in any case North can get the hand if he 
overtakes the Queen with his King and 
leads back the nine of spades. West must 
clear his diamonds, so North can get in 
again with the diamond Ace and make the 
last two spades. 

Probably West’s language was a little 
lurid at the post-mortem, and one cannot 
blame him. 

Au revoir, then, till next month. 


“When | sat down to play, every- 
one laughed .. . but after the first 
rubber the atmosphere was tense 
enough . . . with my partner 


mumbling and growling under his 
breath." Is that the way people 
feel about your bridge? Are you 
recognized as the Dummy whether 


you lay down your hand or not? 
Amy Stevenson has some simple, 
comprehensive suggestions for 
average bridge players each 
month, She's a recognized expert 
. . but she talks in a language for 
the novice, or the casual bridge 
player, as well as the addict. 








That Perennial Border 


(Continued from page 64} 





Extra Hardy Annuais 


Sweet Peas Petunia 
Schizanthus Stocks 
Sweet Sultan Cosmos 
Coreopsis Snapdragont 
Larkspur Phlox 
Datura Poppies 
Salpiglossisf Pansies 


tWhere season is short, started plants 
either grown indoors or purchased from 
greenhouses should be used. 


Flowers for Dark Corners 


Annuals Perennials 
Alyssum Anemone 
Candytuft Aquilegia 

(Columbine) 
Clarkia Campanula 
Godetia Crocus 
Larkspur Foxglove 
Lupine Hepatica 
Marvel of Peru Lupine 
Nicotine Narcissus 
Phlox Phlox 
Verbena Viola 
Pansy Candytuft 


Tuberous-rooted Begonias 


Note: With most of the perennials 
which hold their bloom for a considerable 
time like delphinium, iris and peony, par- 
tial shade from the full noonday sun is 
preferred but the position should be in full 
sun most of the day. 


Best Flowers for Hot Dry Locations 


Annuals Perennials 
Alyssum Perennial 
Alyssum 
Snapdragon Arabis 
Calendula Campanula 
Coreopsis Chrysanthe- 
mum 
Poppies (all kinds) | Coreopsis 
Gaillardia Dianthus 
Lavatera Foxglove 
Linaria Gaillardia 
Lobelia Baby’s Breath 
Marigold Iris (tall 
bearded var'- 
eties) 
Petunia Lychnis 
Portulaca Helianthus 
Salpiglossis 
Sunflowers 
Stocks 


Sweet Sultan 


Hardy Perennials 


Columbine Giant Daisy 
Campanula Delphinium 
Centaurea Baby’s Breath 
Chrysanthemum Candytuft 
Peony Oriental Poppy 
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Tintex makes it easy 
to be Color-Smart 


| Brings the season's 
|  @ newest colors to Spring 
| Wardrobes 
| 


Tintex—the world’s most 
po ular tints and dyes — 
will bring your wardrobe 
ae -the-minute in color- 
smartness. Simply “tint as 
you rinse”. Presto! Faded 
apparel has been snapped 
back to gay freshness... or 
fashionable. new colors are 
yours. Remember. Tintex 
gives professional tinting 
and dyeing results without 
muss or fuss. That is why 
women “who know” refuse 
substitutes. 38 brilliant, 
long-lasting colors. 


Avoid Substitutes— 

@ Always say “Tintex” 
to your dealer. 

At all drug and notivn counters 15¢ ; 


Jintex 


cea 





Chatelaine Patterns 


Have you seen the new 
patterns on pages 40-42 
and 43 of this issue? 
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GENTLE PRESSING 
GETS ONLY THE 
PURE SWEET JUICE 
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nall ti \ ARE ALL AS FINE AS 
hick. *  LIBBY’S TOMATO JUICE 
=nds be sai 





2 

4 

* 

3 PEAS 

_ _ Plump, tender and full-flavoured—picked at 
be the very peak of perfection. All the good- 
i ness sealed in the can for year ‘round 
i appetite-appeal. Try this easy French 


recipe with Libby’s De Luxe Jumbo Peas. 


Empty the contents of a No. 2 can of 
: Libby’s De Luxe Peas, liquid and all, 
or two ms into a saucepan. Put in half a cup of 
ife and shredded lettuce and 1 tablespoon minced 
which onion. Add 2 tablespoons butter and let 
boil furiously until the liquid is absorbed. 


June. 







SKIN AND SEEDS 




























overy~ Season and serve, for four. 

to do 

mmer- 

‘anada 

is and HOMOGENIZED FOODS 





FOR BABIES 


Libby’s Homogenized foods are the foods 
1 upon which the famous Dionne Quintuplets 
4 


d have thrived. Consult your doctor to ae 

i how your baby, too, can have the benefits o} * ° * , 
homogenized soup, cereal, fruits and vege- COWDE Since Libby Ss cre- 

| tables in the diet weeks earlier than would 2 ated 0 ecnsation in 

i 

§ 


normally be the case. Libby’s special 
method of Homogenization which ‘“ex- 
plodes’”’ the food cells, makes these foods 
far smoother and far more easy to digest. 
They are a great scientific advance over 


! strained foods. Thousands of mothers are so : : ‘ ° 
coer foadion thaar wanvedions tale teade. shown above. In addition to using pedigreed tomatoes, Libby has an exclusive way of 


eaens ar oe ee = taking out the juice—“Gentle Press’! It is important, of course, that “Gentle Press” holds the 


one a soup, and one a cereal combination, 
offering a variety and balance in the diet. 
Exceptionally palatable they contain prec- 
ious vitamins so essential to health and 
they are priced so low you can feed them to 
your baby every day! Made in Libby’s 
. Canadian Kitchens. Your Grocer has 
; Libby’s Homogenized Foods, or can easily Photograph Copyright, Star Newspaper Service 


fi senile ness. 


Process Patented 334,356 





1929, many brands of tomato juice have come onto the market. Yet if you have tasted 
them all you know there’s none that equals Libby’s in rich perfection of flavour. The reason is 





vitamins and minerals. The expertly supervised diet of the Dionne Quintuplets includes this 
famous health drink! But what everybody remembers is the pure, tomato flavour of this 


juice. “Gentle Press’, by the way, is patented; no one but Libby can use it. 










ey, TOMATO JUICE 


Made in the Canadian 
Kitchens of Libby, 
M®Neill & Libby of 
Canada Limited, 
Chatham, Ontario. 














ASPARAGUS 


So tender and flavourful that you can tell 
it’s cut at the peak of perfection and 
packed at once. Uniform in size and colour 
due to careful grading, wonderfully deli- 
cate, you'll agree that here is asparagus 
such as you have never before tasted. 
Open a can of Libby’s Green-tipped 
Asparagus and heat. Place several of the 
large, full-headed stalks on squares of hot 
buttered toast. Dress with Hollandaise 
sauce and surround with slices of hard- 
cooked eggs, bits of parsley. Serves four. 
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NO TAP DANCING, 
SAYS MITZI 


Tap dancing’s bad for 
children. It’s ungraceful 
and it’s not natural, and 
they don’t need it for 
rhythm because they have 
that, anyway, if you leave 
them alone. Cross out bal- 
let for the under-twelves, 
too. It develops unbecom- 
ing muscles. Mitzi Mayfair, 
sparkling young danseuse of 
“At Home Abroad” and other front rank hits, 
speaking. She’s never taken lessons till this year. 
The kid next door whose father managed a theatre 
got her started on the stage, bucking the opposi- 
tion of a Methodist minister grandfather. She 
danced her way to Broadway fame with Hal Le 
Roy in record time. Will give up the stage, marry 
and settle down one day soon. And no footlights 
for the little Mitzies. Dancing lessons for children 
—surely, she says. For grace, poise, comradeship. 
Fun and enjoyment. But no tedious plugging. 





LESS CAKE, 
MORE BUSINESS 


Do women eat themselves out of a reputation as 
serious thinkers? Fragile pink cakes and creamy 
ices may be very well in their place, but it’s not 
the middle of a business discussion. Just when the 
resolution about sterilization of the mentally unfit 
(or something equally controversial) is being 
threshed out, delegates to the women’s conven- 
tion begin to slip away and prepare for the four 
o’clock binge. This June, when members of the 
200,000-strong National Council of Women meet 
in Halifax, frivolity will be restricted. Just enough 
for social conditioning of the delegates—and that 
mostly in chummy cups of tea for twos and threes 
who want to get acquainted with geographically 
distant fellow workers. 


Heard an Alberta woman and a Nova Scotia 
woman discussing Social Credit. ‘‘What do they 
think of Social Credit in the Maritimes?”’ asked 
the westerner. 

“Social Credit,” sniffed the other. “We haven’t 
got over the shock of Confederation yet.” 


WOMEN TOO MUCH 
FOR EXPLORERS 


Women can’t take it, temperamentally. Explor 
ation. Isolation. That sort of thing. Captai.. 
Innes-Taylor says so, and he’s spent a lot of time 
in the Antarctic, as Field Operations head for 
Admiral Byrd. Adventuring into the unknown 








by LOTTA DEMPSEY 


may not do women in, physically, but it’s the 
long mental strain that tells. For instance, during 
endless weeks of winter night at the bottom of the 
world, strange things happen to ordinarily pleas- 
ant people. An untutored sailor came through with 
flying colors on the last Byrd expedition. Culture 
doesn’t always stand up in the sunless silence of 
the barren lands. Captain Innes-Taylor offered 
one bit of information which he and his confreres 
found valuable in keeping the peace. During long, 
shut-in periods they avoided the three most 
inflammable subjects in this civilized world— 
religion, politics and women! 


BUSINESS WOMEN SMARTEST 


It’s an easy win for the business woman as far 
as style goes. She may not know how to decorate 
an aspic, but she’s walking away with honors in 
the fashion field, and leading to smarter, simpler 
dressing all around. Alice Barrett has been advis- 
ing women about their clothes for a good many 
years, and she sees hope for the overdressed, badly 
matched home woman, in the new pace set by 
girls-about-town. A few of her Don’ts for matur- 
ity are: Don’t remember the frills and fripperies 
you won hearts with at sixteen, and go back to 
them at sixty. Take your colors in small doses. 
Get your effects through good line rather than 
pattern. Avoid shiny satins like the plague if 
you’re hipped or busted. Don’t cut yourself with 
long jacket effects if you’re short. Don’t forget 
that lace, chiffons and furs are always flattering at 
fifty and that bright colors in hat brims will not 
compliment your face. 


WHAT TO DO 
AFTER FORTY 


Nellie McClung started 
something when she said 
that a lot of women found 
life heavy on their hands 
after forty. Hundreds of 
them have written to a Tor- 
onto newspaper about it. 
Some of them care for inva- 
lid relatives, others have 
been tied up with widowed 
mothers, and now they find 
themselves relegated to the shallows of modern 
living. There is a general feeling that today’s 
women refuse to be “put on the shelf” at forty. 
They are vigorous, alert, keen, and want to feel 
that there are clubs, entertainments, educational 
activities for them as well as for youth. Unless a 
woman is quick to make friends, said many of the 
letters, the average club or social affair is of little 
value to her after forty. She goes and comes and 
is scarcely noticed. It’s something to think about 
seriously; a problem for Canadian women. 
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Men are learning some of the tricks of the 
trade. Have you noticed the new turtle-necks. 
just a sham sweater top that fits inside a sport 
coat and hardly reaches the first button? And 
they’re wearing square-topped “Pork Pie’”’ hats. 
It’s faintly disturbing, somehow; especially with 
rough, washable linen spats coming in, and starch- 
less fused collars widely popular; bellows-pocketed 
sport jackets with bi-swing pleats and half belts; 
woollen ties, large checked hose; very small tie 
scarves in Paisleys and bright colors—like our 
sweater ones, you know—dark shirts with light 
suits (after their sisters). Could these trends be 
demasculining? 

8 


Mabel McDermott is one 
of the younger generation 
Canadian women who are 
accounting for themselves 
very satisfactorily, thank 
you. For instance, there’s 
her lovely red-headed girl 
on the cover of your May 
Chatelaine. She did the 
smart blonde on the April 
issue, and will present the 
season’s loveliest bride, 1936 version, in June. 
She went to Danforth Tech., in Toronto, for two 
years, but uses her own ideas in bringing life and 
vibrant charm to her first magazine covers which 
Chatelaine presents. At the moment, paints every- 
thing from hams to pianos, but manages to do 
portrait studies of babies along with her commer- 
cial work. Was born in Ireland, came to Canada 
aged eleven, and wants to study in Paris and 


London. 





Contents for May, 1936 


FICTION 


Something Borrowed (short story} 

se eige te a te pee Margaret Lee Runbeck 7 
Rescue Act (short story)..Caroline Vance 12 
Actor's Wife (short story) 

as tives Renae M. Redding Lappin 14 


Approach to Love......... Reita Lambert 16 
Mugs, The Valiant (short story) 
> bikco ks alin ake iors time James Hopper 18 


GENERAL ARTICLES 
Those Pampered Bulges. .... Alice Mackay 4 
Mother Love and the Quints 
as Soe ears Madame Louise De Kiriline 10 


Secret. Adoption |. o.oo shedesebmden’ 24 
The House of Friendliness 
»dtbin ee era nao Marie Anna Piotrowsky 56 
BEAUTY CULTURE 
May -Fovee (sic. coi aang ces ex eee 21 


Be Right-about-face for Spring 

op Riginie ince ive a a Annabelle Lee 31 
Evidence of a Successful Suit ........... 32 
Fashion Shortie 0355 aa Kay Murphy 34 
The Slender Figure.....Mary McNulty Fix 39 
Class of '36 (patterns) .............4..- 
Our Modern Mothers and Their Old Fash- 


ioned Fry (patterns) .............. 42, 43 
Sew Yourself Into a Successful Summer... 100 
HOUSEKEEPING 
Pat Teck. oo s.. y By Helen G. Campbell 73 


New Cake Recipes 

vente ame e. From Chatelaine Institute 74 
New Inspiration for Old Rooms 

a aiaip iets cote By Helen G, Campbell 76 
Meals of the Month 

a Oe SEE sce La ie By Frances M. Hucks 78 
Institute Shorts....By Helen G. Campbell 82 


SPECIAL FEATURES 


Getting Along Together ................ 26 
Be a Better Bridge Player 

Vian kh late tee ick By Amy Stevenson 55 
The Perennial Border. .By Isabella Fleming 64 


The Baby Clinic.......... Dr. McCullough 67 
CUO PUOO. in 0:5 Churdaced oxaen  aeoRe 70 
Handicrafts. ...........25 Marie Le Cerf 10! 


It's N@wS......++++++0++.- Lotta Dempsey 104 





4 
: 
: 
} 
; 


dn a ee RA 


he 


| 
| 


CHATELAINE, MAY, 1936 


OMMUNITY PLATE 


announces 


REDUCED PRICES 


applying on all patterns and all sets 


To you, the women of Canada... Community Plate passes on the savings made 
possible by your overwhelming recognition of Community Plate Quality and 
Design Leadership. Our appreciation is expressed to you in these new low prices. 


For instance: 
74 


A SERVICE FOR SIX {in Tarnish-Proof VEL-PLUSH Roll} NOW only 
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